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ADVERTISEMENT. 



The Stanzas to the £olian Harp^ two. or three of the Son* 
nets^ the Lapland and the'fiH^ttisii Songr andthi^^^^mer 
Sunday, have already appeartxr lu the Liocedoti* Weekl;{t Re- 
view, a literary Journal condoDtefl Mth Inn^ide^ahle spirit 
and ability^ and presenting its .i^d^fs wjth edrly and im« 
partial notices of all new pn^JiaaiiQi^^ heufid^' a /great va- 
riety of original essays^ tales, poetry and anecdotes, criticisms 
on the fine arts, and accounts of literary and scientific institu- 
tions : — ^The proprietor, Mr David Lester Richardson, (au- 
thor of '^ Sonnets and other Poems, principally written in 
India,") is one of those friends at whose suggestion the 
writer of the present volume has ventured to collect and 
publish these scattered trifles — ^most of them produc- 
tions of her earlier years, and written without the remot- 
est view to publication. That they are all trifles, she is 
very sensible, and this acknowledged consciousness, toge- 



IV ADYSBTISEMENT. 



ther with the very juvenile dates that belong to some of 
them^ (one Sonnet in the collection was written at the age 
of thirteen) may mitigate the severity of criticism^ hut can 
afford no legitimate apology for the mature and deliherate 
act of suhmitting th^ to the public now ; when the poems 
of a BaiUie^ a Hemans^ and a Landon^ have created a new 
era for the female name^ and have so immeasurably disa^ 
tanced her feeble pretensions. She is therefore glad to shel- 
ter a temerity which was induced by other considerations 
than the hope of fame^ by quoting the literary suffrage of 
her talented young friend,, f^n^.ty adverting to one still 
morejg^^tSTj^n^ tp hetjpi^iltoif^-^elin^s^ which suggests the 
present op^Q;tiinit|rp£ex^t«ssing her deep gratitude^ how- 
ever inadegujlfelyj to: <hose: kind friends collectively, to 
whose interest in tlV^^^j^et qf her little publication, she 
is indebted P)f tUe -flattering* 'circumstance of 1700 copies 
having been bespoken previously to its issuing from the press. 
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STANZAS. 



Flow on, my verse ! the wild bird on the sprsur. 
Poors forth his music to the summer air; 
He sings for gladness, or to soothe his care. 

Nor heeds what loitering listeners mark the lay. 

Far from the din of man, well pleas'd I rove, . 

Tuning my fimcies to like artless strains ; 

My casual theme, these sweetly smiling plains ; 
My muse, the dryad of this sheltering grove 1 

Beneath its shade to vagrant thought resign'd. 
While zephyr's wing, dipp'd in the violet's dew. 
Sweeps by like dreams of bliss when life was new, 

I rest from noontide cares my wearied mind. 



4 POBifS. 

Oh it is sweet to gaze on Nature's face 
At peaceful leisure— when the clear blue skj 
Mirrors the realms above, and Fancy's eye 

May in one view a Heaven and Eden trace ! 

■ * 

Are there, whose grovelling souls so ill explain 
This lavish garniture of gcove^and field. 
That Nature's cunning-work seems but to yield 

Food for the flock, or shelter for the swain ? 

' . ' • 

Whg^ ^ne to j?fr% tfceir^arfiille and th^ir gr^v^ , 
Fill thi^ shoit intcpryal ^tb- selfish e^e? . .. r- 

Nor mark th^ l?ower» wr bl^wi the Hand tbiitgamf 

Meet dooni |br tbepa (pa whom^ f yen Hwiri^ w«r» 
•wftstal) .- ^ ' ' ' ( i " • '■•■'"' 

' #v ...J .V.,-1. .. . ..i 

. TbejEab)^ p^in^unept of fickle loye*f^ , 
Sweet rest, sweet change, alike denied to taste ! 
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The 80ul that never dreams^ caa never glow-* 
But^ musing poet ! wouldst thou truly find 
That beauti/'s use, swelling thy ardent mind. 

Thou need'st not far in Fancy's regions go ; 

• • • . 

These curious flowers that mock the chemists dyes. 
These countless myriads glancing in the beam. 
The balmy air, the spirit-fresh'ning stream, 

Th' alternate dale> and hills that towering ni 



Music breath'd native from a thousand, throats. 
Bright widi gay. plumage, various as their songs ; 
All that is rare or lovely in the throngs 

« 

Of birtha. inferior, heaven to man devotes,. 
Proclaim his destiny^ and lineage high! • 

. * « ■ ■ 

Fall'n t}io' he be, and Heaven's bn^ht image.marr'd« 
Proclaim the.vintness of thalkiad regpid 
That gemm'd his. dwelling with, such rich aiipply— - 

O ! if earth's ruin'd wilderness afford 
So Qiany flowers .breathing of love divine. 
How glqcioi^y i^.ffmu% ^ndjomat abioe. 

That waite t^ fidlowers^oC earth's.nughtl X^ord ! 
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THE VISION- 



w 4 



*/ . 



'^SpiBiTofitght! aiboonlcrave-*- ' '' 
' " Oh r hither come if thou art free-^ ' 
/ '* If thou canst boirst the gloomy grave, ' 
*~**^Pity my grief and come to me!' 

" Mary^ my love !" be thou array'd 
^ In robes of death of sablest hue^ 

" rU gafle tnth rapture, not with di^»d« ' 
** B^ but the'shade^llie shade of ytMlf-^ 



> I ' > . 



'' This is the hour, as legends say, 
^ When spirits oft are free to rbre-— " 

''Oh Luna ! lend a p^ing ray^— » ' 
''Light in the phantom of my lote ! 



• '\ 4 
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^'For momawahesA-^mtnottome * ' -^ 

^' Awakerthe wonted smile of mem;^ 
^The sun reti ree b atTobb'A of tliei^ ; '-^^ ~ 
' ^ ieek nottD repoB^/but moom/ : ^' - 



'' Wbedier tlie: tun ariifd in smilef j 
*^ Or nature be in sorrow drest> 

'' Nor cloud nor smile my grief begttiles> 
'^ StSl durovded Mary fitls my 



''This istlie hdur^ as legends say> 
'' When sf^rits oft are free to 

'' Oh Luna ! Ited a pitying niyw.*- 
" Light ill the phantonii of iny love V 



Thus, Wfetakly, waiUng hopeless gnef. 
The Timnary mourner cried ; 

Four years had brought him no relief^ 
Four years had p&ss'd since Mary difld» 



Yet day by day her loss he wept^ • 
^ In wiHuly perserering irooi-^^ - 
Relief he spujm'd^-*of her bereft* 
He v(m\I no olher joy to know i 



r •> 



0% oft he'trafrers'd inead und lawn^ 

• • • 

T& gase 6b scenes where die^had bem ; 
At latest ^ef> at Sliest cbwi^ 
His fodMept MtfT lier(ra¥e^wtti# 




8 POBIO. 

'Mid seasons .bright/ by stream or bow^r; 

On sunny hill, or blossom'd dale, 
StiU.Mary*s mem>y had the poVr 

To- dim the sky, or chill the gale«-^ 

Oft ivould he raise to heav'n\his eye,. 

But not to sue for solace there>. ■ 
But to upbraid l^e envious sky- 

That seem'd to. hide his darling fair!' 

And sometimes Fancy's daring wing . 

* 

Would pierce that bright etherial plain. 
And him to Mary's presence bring—- 

■t 

Then sink him back to earth again :i— • • 

Then tears ia quicken'd.floods^ would faU— ' 

Then keener pangs wotild rend his heart- 
Then he woidd death imploring, call, ; 
And act delirium's wildest part ;>— . 

Then— ^i^rhen. behind the western wave , 

The sun had sankr—stiU, murmured fafi;^ 
*' Spirit of light I aboon.I crave— 
- Oh jQome Xomd^Xt^ come tpm^ )* - 



At length bis Toibe the spirit beards 
So heny^n permitted lr«-soft end sbm 

Diffus'd^A gr^doM dawn appeai'd; ... 
PistKMti^g BDQwy donds -^wul Iri 

Before hipa stood a vision bright 
Bearing bis Mary's features £ur— * 

Cloth'd iQ such majesty of light 
As only fb^rms seriqpbic wear :•«* 

But wh^cf was Mary'iTgla^nce so gay ? 

T^e Simile that could so sweetly speak ? 
The welcome that waa wxmt to play 

In. love's PWR dii^ples on her chefsk ? 

Serene^ severe^ fair as tibie momj 
All. humaii passion far above I 

She be^m'd an earth**reproving fcom— • 
She br^ath'd of heaven^ but not of love ! 



Cold ternor fhrill'd the lover's 

liaiiire to FaiJcy rebel prov'd-^ 
The wish'c^ yet unexpected gnest^ 
: Gaa^fiiiinly on. the onee beloved s*^ 
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Poor helplchis one !. what dost thou fear ? 
Behold thy long-lost Mary nigh ! 
'* The shade so oft invok'd, is here-^ 

*' Why shrinks thy heart, why sinks thine eye ? 

Oh soft ! for see what lights b^ign 
Are stealing o'er her face the while,— 

But who may paint the charm divine. 
The beaming of an angel's smile ?r^ 






That simple fear/' the mildly said. 
Betrays, how blind thy wishes were ;— 
'* Why would'st thou Nature*s laws invade,— 
" Seek, what thou wert not form'd to bear ?— 

'^ Ah ! thus is man, in error warm. 

Still panting for some boon Mrithheld ! 
Of cheating hope some untried form 
" That mocks the promise when beheld ! 

" And what is human life, that thou 
" Should'st murmur at its bitterest doom !— 

*' A furrow of the passing prow— 
'' A sand, where countless sands hinre voom ! 
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Yet God throughout this oeean's space ' 

Sees cv'ry ftirrow fill its lot,— 
Of ev'ry sand he knows the plkce. 

And none are lost, and none forgot;— 



tt 



*' Earth in the hollow of his hand, 
tt 



tt 



And all its myriads shelter'd lie. 
Till having wrought the purpose plann'd, 
'' He waves it back, and aU things die : 



'* Die to reyiye--but how— not one 

'^ To know and live may here aspire ! 
" And that mysterious purpose, none-— 
Angels nor men, may yet inquire. 



ft 



tt 
tt 



There is a Book where thou may^st read 
A cure for every human woe-* * 

There is a path, which all who tread. 
The mystery at length shall know 



tt 
tt 



'' With joy unspeakable :— too long 
'' Woe's wanderer thou— arise and diuse 

" That path !— the glorious sun thereon 
'^ DispwudB passion's idle dews,— 



i 



> 
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I 

'^ Dries vp dl tatr»^-*eyet 8M, eahs liedr 
" Truths, Nature's daarknesa aeter kadWi— - 

^* Rivers of living water dear, 
<' Atid flow*rs Qtt&ding spring to vSevT :-^ 



" Gaze on the earih^-^^tfae Httle ^ye 

'^ Is never fiU'd though thronged with sights :• 
'' fix though on immortality, 

'' And oire alone yields all delights :«^ 

*< Leave thy oiiee Mar/^scMter'd du8t<*« 
''Wlist hand dan gatherirater shed ? 

" Theearth shall render up its lnisC» 
" Life's sqiiand'rer is the only deacL, . 

''Oh if thou knew i-^ Aiay nol^ tell t«-^ 
'' I p^ fer the^ I ^ray for theo'--' 

'' Once lov'd ! still lovely ! fare»the«wweU 
''Forget, forget, and follow me I" 
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STANZAS. 

I CALL not qn thy gentle shade. 
To visit once4ov'd haunts agidn i 

Bat oh ! at ev*ry step I tread, 
I miss and mourn thee oa the plain. 

The sunny meads, the flowing stream. 
Smile and flow on, but never more 

Shall here thy light <^ beauty beam — 
And all their sweetest charms are o'er ! 

These roses artlessly array'd,— 
The mein of Nature in her prime,— 

Have emblem'd many a beauteous maid. 
But never could they vie with thine ! 

I would not call thee back— for thou 
Had'st all life's best — to live belov'd. 

To die with spring upon thy brow. 
And be to happier climes remov d, 

B 




14 TOMMM. 

Was thy blest lot ! thou didst but stay— 
Ere sorrow came^ or fortune's frown-— 

To gather on a summer day 
Meet flowers for an immortal crown I 

And " wisdom is the hoary head^ 
Th' unspotted life is length of years/' 

Mem'ry embalms the vernal dead. 
Mingling sweet incense with her tears. 
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BCANFBED; 

AN ALIiBOOBICAL LEOBNP. 

Was there a youth in William's train 
With Manfred could compare ; 

For valour, or for courtly grace. 
Or clerkly breeding rare ? 

Was there a youth in William's court. 

So proud, 80 high as he ; 
That to his haught and froward will. 

None might opposed be ? 

Thought of high emprize you might read. 

Still kindling in his eye ! 
He bore his snowy plumed crest. 

Like banner rear'd on high. 




M 



Of ipint generous and n 

He crerj gift po MCie 'd; 
lliglit win the loTe or fealtf 

Of an whom be addreea'd. 

But stem defiance on his brow. 

Sat waiting lor emplo j ; 
And still in TcntYoas finds of 

Heplac'dhis diiefieatjoj; 

And while the jovtfas of lesser note;* 

Were fearlesslj belovedl, 
StQl Manfired's prowess or his pride. 

Some Inreast to Tengeance moT'dL 

Soy when the low and lowlj shmb, 
Esci^pes the lightning's eje ; 

The proud oak tow'ring o*er its head 
Doth meet hea^Vs tordi and die.— ^ 

Now meny bells mng in the di^ 
That hani^itj Manfired gsTe 

ffis one-and-twcntieth jear cnmplcte ■ 
Young, beantifiila «nd faBSYe ! 



« 



But thoughj by fortune^ and by £une— 

By beauty's taniles caress'd ; 
Unsatisfied ambition still 

Troubled his restless breast ; 

* 

And with the dating mom that told 

Of youth's first period past. 
The thought of years inglorious gone. 

His brow with gloom o'ercast; 

*' And why/ he cried, " shall glory's wreaths 

Round low-born valour twine ; 
While lordly Manfred's light consumes 

In hall and bower supine ? 

" O, were not fame's bright laurels given. 

To bloom for such as me ! 
That through the vaulted roof of heaven. 

My name might, echoed be I 

• 

" Why strives my father to detailk 

My vig'rous youth at home ? 
Ill burst his bonds, in quest of ttuiie> 

In quest of danger roain.'^ 
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And noif dv' uBembled nobles ]rU> 

And knights iand ladies fiur> 
Were revelling in Earl Manfred's halU^. 

In honour of his jbueir; 

And as they vak'd the midnight honr^^ , 

With dance and wastoil gay ; 
Behold a striviger beauty came^ 

And drew all eyes away !, 

Fnmdly in conscioas- charms she trpd^ /. 

And regal was Jber mejn; 
And neYer yet so bright a form^ 

Had eye of mortal seen. 

Her glowing and transpfffent cheel^ 

Disclos'd the ruby's dye f 
And sQmmer.lightniQgs seem'd to lepd 

Their lu&tre to her eye ; 

Tet ^om that eye's too radiant gbmee^ . 

A secret influencj^-stol^j 
Which^ twbile it spell'd the gaser'i «i|^ i: 

Sent poison te^bis io^l A 



. •> 
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And dio' strong' fascination dmr 

All to survey the maid^ 
Strange tremors thriird thro' every brtMl^* 

And many shudd'ring fled ^ 

But^ proudly^ Manfred braved the fire 
Of charms thus strangely bright ; 

And straight he proffer'd heart and bran^ 
To be her chawpion knight l«-« 

She to fats speech no answer made^ 

But with a witching smile. 
Up lighUy springing, then withdrew^ 

Fast beck'ning liim the whilew 

'' Oh stay, rash Manfred ! pray thee stay T 

The shuddering fiiiher cried; 
Dost thiiu not see some phantom dire^ 

That wond'cous form most hide^ 

'' Didst ihou not mark die lambent hf^t 
That gleam'd beneath her vestl 

Sndcradiant whiteness never sboiui^ 
On mortal maiden'i ba^east^ . 




'' O stay thee, Manfired V deaf and blinds 

Save to that witching smlle^ 
Manfred already far had fled— 

She beckoniog him fhe while. 

And silent still she led him on> 

Till at the farthest bound 
Of all Earl Manfred's wide domain^ 

A mailed steed they foond ; 



Then first she spake — *'Now, Manfred^ mo 

And follow on with me 1 
The Genius of your natal hour— 

Your friend and guide 111 be I 

" Behold the path to glory leads !" 

But lo ! the morning broke. 
And Manfred, starting, look'd around. 

For her whio thus had spoke ; 

He look'd around, but no bright form,. 

Helping the dawn of day ; 
No shape of mortal or of sprite 

Joumey'd that dreary way ; 



No living thingj save th« proud 8teed> 

Who of his master's pride 
SeemM conscious^ as with thund'ring clangs 

He urg'd his rapid ride. 

Soon^ tho' unseen^ that lady fair^ 

He heard again her voice ; 
In. silver tones like music sweet;^ 

She bade his heart rejoice. 

" Speed on^ young Manfred ! onward haste ! 
Tho' tedious seem the way. 

Thou socm a glorious goal shalt gain- 
Let nought thy speed delay ! 

" No sights, no sounds, of dread or woe> 

Must stay thee oii thy road ; 
The path that leads to high renown. 

Must still be firmly trod ; 

And thou"— « O stay thee !" Manfred now^ 

With shudd'ring bosom cried; 
For lo I even at his courser's feet, 

A pilgrim old he BpiefL 



Ab^ spied too late ! leeble and faints 

The pilgrim sore dismay'dj 
Down tott'ring fell — the steed dash'd onj» 

Trampling the hoary head !— 

And was this but a heedless crime?-— 
Yet^ Manfred ! think thee well ! 

When question'd by the Judge of Heaven^ 
How will the story tell ? 

That sooth'd by flatt'ry, swell'd by pride« 

With self alone possessed ; 
Thine eyes« and ears, and soul were spell'd^ 

Against that wail destress'd; 

That thou so mindful of thy fam^ 

Could yet so reckless, be; 
That life and venerable age^ 

Unheeded were by thee 1 

But aocui th' intrusion of remorse. 

Pride's cpzenings repell'd. 
And whispering nature's pitying throei^ 

His syren leader quell'd. 



'* Far that hoar head and feeble arm. 

Life had no more to do ! 
A thousand such, would cheaply buy 

One sorrowing thought from you !" 

And now they reach a mountain vast. 
Where winding rampart towers, 

Down the steep sides still crumbling fell. 
And scatter'd stony showers. 

And many a youth was labouring there 

To gain the distant brow. 
Who long ere mid- way eeased to toil, 

Dash'd on the rocks below. 

And many a hard and hardy, one. 

His comrades' path assail'd. 
And still the stronger o'er the weak. 

With right usurp'd, prevail'd. 

O heavens 1 what keen terrific pai^. 

The dying stmgglers mov'd. 
As with last hope they clasp'd the roQk, 

That crumbUng, faitUesa prov'd ! 



But shrieks of fear; noifsigbtir. of woi[^ : 
Could Manfred's soul confiound i ' 

The voice cried^ " On !" the foaming stoedL 
Still o'er-leaped every bound; 2 

When soft from out a mossy cave> 

A gentle maiden came^ 
And raising up her flowixig veil^ 

Thrice cali'd on Manfred's name ; 



The dove^ike voiccj the modest mein^ 

The azure eye so ckar^ 
Whose can they be but Editha's ? 

But wherefore is she here ?' 
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With flashing wonder^ shame^ and ire. 

Was Manfred's bosom tprn» 
As starting he beheld the maid« 

Whom he had left in scorn. 

His plighted bride was Edith fftir ; -■ ' \ 
Pure was her virgin'flame, . .' 

But virgin pride that flame subdued^ r . v 
When faithless he becapie. 



And nofWj while'kind her aecents Baw'd, ' 
And he was all her'eare, . . 

The dauntlessness of oonsciotts worth 
Beam'd through her modest air : 

Quick she seiz'd his bridle rein^ 

And dropp'd. upon her knee ; 
His pawing courser^ frowning brow> 

Nor menace^ heeded she-— 

" Never from her suppliant prayer 

Will Bditha; refrain; 
Till Manfred jm attentive ear 

Will to her counsel deign ! 

*' Never from her posture low. 

Will Edith ridse her more> 
Till Manfred turb hb fiery steed. 

And quit this fateful shore ! 

'^ For. 1 beyond this rocky mound, 

A treach'rous ocean lieb ; . 
And those whockfor the dangerous height. 

Do perils new turprise ; ' - 

c 
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'' That troubled sea doth ebb and flow 

With ever restless tide^ 
And with such rapid wanton change 

No rudder there can guide ; 

^^ And if by 'whelming surge unharm'd> 
ho ! quicksands all around^ 

Not less th' unwary feet betray^ 
To hopeless tomb profound." 



if 



Away ! begone ! fond dreaming maid ! 
Thy legends vain give o'er I** 
Nay, Manfred, listen, listen yet. 
To what I now implore f 



''Oh ! quick from these dark r^ons fly. 

While safety may be found—- 

Even now too late may be thy speed;-— 

Hell's myriads watch thee round f 

I 

''And how hast thou the knowledge gain'd 

Fate's secrets to display ? 
Restrain no more my gen'rous stecA, 

Begone, and give me wqr !" 
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** Never will 1 give thee way ! 

O^ Manfred ! hear thy friend^ 
Who heaven-cbnnmaaioned hither came. 

That baleful 'thrall to end !-^ 

''Taught' by a dream"— Her gentle voice 

No more could Manfred hear ; 
Far other tones^ imperiolia claim'd 

His all too willing ear i 

'' Shall drealns thy vient^rous aonl ftppal ! 

Shall glory's meed be thine. 
If to a love-sick maiden's fears 

Thou dost thine eat indine I 

^ Raah bdldly on ! lipi up ! behold 

How near tihe Inountaiii's brdw ! 
Ambition's mid-way height surpass'd^ 

Shall doubts restran thee now?' 

^' Ambitimi knows no backward oonrse"— * 

O words too trtdy said I 
He spurr'd his steed— 4ds steed dadi'd 6Q> 

Mangling the Umi^jred maid I 
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'' When deeds are done/ and seal'd bj deaths 

Remorse is all too late— - 
Misgivings of remorse to churls ! 

Decision to the great ! 

** Up ! up ! another mound siirpass'd. 

The summit thouli attain. 
And then shall open to' thy. view 

Ambition's glorious main 1" 

Again he spurr'd his furious steed, . 

Yet one look back'ward stole*— 
Pale, ghastly, fixed in death she lay. 

Once idol of his soul ! 

Yet was there one'swe^ lingering charm. 

Which death could not efface. 
The calmness of a spotless life 

Still dwelt upon her face. 

More desperate now his speed became ; 

But still that death-seal'd eye. 
That pallid visage,* toild'and^ineeh. 

He could not, could not fly ! 
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And still he «tr<nre with thcmght^ and still 

Thought would not silenced be ; 
And vaixily now his syren guide, 

Pour'd her shrill minstrelsy*-^ 

But had not yet repentence true 
Her chastening influence sent-*^ 

He curs'd his arm, he curs'd his deed- 
Yet scom'd he to repent. 

The haughty monarch of the woods, 

Pierc'd by the hunter*6 dart. 
Struggles more fiercely as he fbels 

The death-shaft in his h^art. 

But yet his savageness is meek 

To Passion's wild career : — ■ 

At length the rocky barrier's passed. 
The wide-spread ocean near ! 

The ocean, Editha foretold. 

Was fair and calm to view ; 
And many a gallant bark rode there. 

With sails and streamers new. 




30 . FOSKB. 

Then Manfred sought the gayest prow. 
And mark'd it for his own ; 

Straight from the helm the pilot fied, 
Aild left him all alone :-— 

'^ To weal or woe, to rise or fall, 
Tho' hell should thee o'erwhelm, 

I still attend 1" the Syren cried. 
And sprang to seize the helm ; 

Her form shone forth more radiant now 
Than when it chajctn'd before. 

Yet her bright eye a secret beam 
Still more malignant bore ; 

The piercing smile, more piercing now. 
Some purpose dire express'd ; 

And lo I diadofi'd, a sheety flame 
Gurl'd o'er her snowy breast !— 

Sudden the wraths of Heav'n arise ; 

The quickly v^ring.tide 
The rudder. mocks» th' unwieldy hull 

Labours from sideto side ; 
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Near and more near the lightnings flash ; 

The angry thunders growl ; 
Remorse and terror ruthless seize 

On Manfred's ruthless soul^ 

When^ as his eyes in anguish bent 

Upon the treach'rous Fair, 
Sued for the pity he denied^ 

And found it was not there. 

Behold ! her beauties Tanish'd all — 

A demon stood confessed ; 
And hate, and rage, and vengeance dire. 

Her bitter glance expressed ! 

But now a voice of seraph tone 

Breath'd softly on his ear ;— 
" Repent 1 there's mercy still in heav'n ; 

Repent ! thy hour is near ! 

'' Submit thy soul to Him who gave !" 

The words a hope convey'd-— ' 
A blessed hope like beacon-light — 

And fervently he pray'd— 
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Th' JSternal'8 mercy who may bound ? 

His justice^ or his love ?-— 
The vessel bulg'd— *the youth's last thought 

Sought succour from above ; 

And downwards as the treach'rous guide 

By yelling fiends was driven, 
Keveal'd and clad in robes of light 

Fair Edith sprang to heaven. 
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LINES, 

SUPPOSED TO HAVE BEEN WRITTEN BY QUEEN 

ELIZABETH, 

Relating to circumitanees during her reiidenee at Hatfield* 

Oh ! there is one inhabits yonder vale— 
I often think, to be that shepherd maid 
Whose sun-burnt cheek lies open to the gale— > 
I'd quit my crown with all its gaudes inlaid ! 

Full well I ween 'tis not in fortune's boon— 
That precious gem that yields the bosom peace i 

Nor need its owner shun the raging noon. 
Nor can the chemist's art its worth increase !— 

I've seen that maid, clad in her humble gown. 

Her kirtle green, and ribbon-woven hair. 
Eclipse the fairest of the flaunting town 

I* 

With one sweet smile !— for guilelessness was there* 
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And if that artless smile might be repaid 
By an old grandsire's fond approving gase^ 

Well pleased was she to be by him survey'd^ 
Nor in the dance e'er heeded other praise ; 

And have ye one> ye giddy flutt'ring throngs 
By fame and fashion's fleeting incense warm. 

To whom the priceless heritage belongs 
To joy unenveyingy — tmambitious charm ? 

No ! sooth to say, the proudest high-born dame 
My court e'er polish'd, or my palace held!. 

Ne'er to my heart preferr'd so sweet a claim 
As that young innocent I then beheld :-— 

Yet, unreflecting, I bestow'd a sigh. 
To see a cottage hide a flower so fair ! 

I mus'd to barter peace, no wealth could buy ! 
To link her in the bonds of splendid care ; 

My proffer'd gold she took with ready smile. 
And talk'd of ribbons gay, and doublets newi 

And frankly happy, told how long the while 
This mine would puifchase all the joys she knew I 
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I smil'd in turh^ (Oh erring human pride ! 
' That coidd ccmteinn such guiltless joys as these ;) 
I strove to lure her from her parent's side^ 
And promis'd, false one ! happiness and ease ;•» 

No pause^ no thought^ prefac'd her brief reply- 
Sweet sounds itnow— then, minist'ring strange 
spleen ! 

''All that I want this cottage can supply*-- 
I would not leave it to be made a queen 1" 

Fair artless maid ! in rustic garb array'd, 

I^ in, my gems, thy beauty oft admir'd— 
There came an hour when beauty could not aid, 

■ 

And oh ! what deeper thoughts that hour in- 
spired! 

Disease assail'd her, and I sought her bed — 
Her lowly bed — and there the triumph saw 

Of blessed faith in hamlet-cottage bred — 
O'er that dread conflict potentates must awe. 

The erring Leech pronounced that she must go I 
She heard him meekly-— bow'd her head in pray'r. 

Then softty said, '^ Slind father I weep not so, 
*Tia no dark valley, for my Saviour's ther^— 



3d tmus. 

" I know the way— I know the way"— no more 
Her- tremblipg pallid ; lipsxould utter then*— 

Bhe livesr-^ut in my bosom's inmost core^ 
These words were trae'd as by a seraph's pen. 

The look compos'd with which she bade adieu^ 
The cheering toiie that spoke her fears at re8t>— 

That heavenly look^ lives ever in my view— 
Those (rusting wordt oft haunt my troubled 
breast^ 

And now, when rustic Mary, lost to me,— 
To life and health, and wonted toil restor'd. 

Leads h^r old grandsire o'er the sunny lea, 
I envy her, whom whilom I deplor'd ! 
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TO THE AUTHOR OF 

'^ LINBS ON THB LOSS OF A- SHIP ;'* 
Which appetreft ftnonymoaily.ln tl^e OamfHe8.and Gallowaj Courier. 

Who art thou^ nameless poet ?— whence^ 
Hadst thou that sweet ^oUan strainj 

Which^ more, than art's wh^le eloquence. 
Can pow'r o'er feeling's chords obtain ? 

Wert ikou a wanderer of the deep^ 
Or mourner on some ruthless shore ? 

By danger taugbty , or . death-v*-to, weep 
The lost beneath.the ocean's roar ? 

Yes ! well I know that thou hast been? 

A dweller oh the lonely sea; 
They only who have felt and seen. 

Can pJEiint that desert's woes like thee. 

« 

Oh ! thou hast waked to life again 
The parting hour-— the gallant sail— - 

The freighted hopes— the treach'rous main— 
Of one wreck'd heart's disastrous tale ; 
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And yet I bless thee while I weep— 
I thought that I had wtpt my last !— 

'^ The sea doth well its seorets keep"— « 
The gone were lost, the storm was past. 

No ripple trt that Mrdrld df graves 
Remaili'd td tell mm -whete they Hrere ; 

Conjftctore shiriteking to the WaVes, 
Was only afiswer'd by deipaii^;*^ 

But years roll'd on, knd hope had fled. 
And grief had cast her sable stole^^- 

Were love end w<ie then with the dead ? 
No! ihey had ^is»^ in the soul ! 

And thoa hast Wak^ sad dreaihs again ; 

But oh, sweet minstrel ! thanks be thine 1 
For thou faait rids'd a tcqai^m strain 

Shall iniiigfle many a tear with mine. 



a» 



SONNET, 
TO 4ffAQM0^ MQOM* 

MooBB ! hadst thou liv'd in old Anacreon's days. 

Or he in thine, the rival of thy lay^. 

Envy had drain'd thee of thy tujieful bre^th^ 

And he in thee been doub^ doom'd to dead^ ; 

But thanks to Ph(£|>us ; one such ^e divjne— 

Charm of a world— he yriWd ^one tp shine ; 

To diff'rent ages gftve each fav'rite son ; 

Hence both survive and ble^id their sweets in one. 

Twas said the Tean bard destroyed hi^ lyre. 

That no bold hand might wake its slumbering fire ; 
The tale I once believ'd — ^but now I see 

He bore it with him, nursing It for thee. 

And breathing freshness from BSlysian bowers. 

He sent it back entwin'A wMi sweeter floirers* 

December, 1800. 
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LINES TO THE EOLIAN HARP, 
Adapted to the Freneh Air of *« ICon ami Pierot." 

Habp I that wildly waving^ 

Sounds of mystic flow, 
Seem'st some spirit breathing 

Sighs o'er human woe ! 
O that I could borrow 

Tones to grief so true f 
Mine's a speechless sorrow. 

Sad, yet sweet, like you. 

Hark ! the strain ascending, 

Heavenward seems to rise ! 
Angel voices blending. 

Answer from the skies ; 
O what sweet emotion 

Yields that warbling air ! 
Life's first pure devotion — 

Love's first dream— are there. 
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TO THS SKAOi; OV A 7J10I£I^N9 AND MOST 

DEAR RELATIVE. 



Spirit belov'd ! whp in thyrouth's blitheaQorning* 
The despot Deaths froin eurth's gay promise tore; 
(The teigrsj the prayer's^ of friends and kindred 8C<Hm- 
ing), 
I thy chief mourner will lamept no mor^« 
What hast thou lost ? 
A post few wisely hpld^ 
Which passion's^ fortune's^ every breath may harm ; 
Wishes oft crost ; 
Hope's wfudng dim and cold^ 
£v'n in the hour with &udest fancies wfucm- 

Spirit belov'd ! thy life's brief current flowing 
Throuj^h sb^ltor'd v^es^ where storms had never 
beeuj 

Was pure as lilies on the margin ^owipjD^> 
Fair as the sunbeams sporting on the stream. 
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Had'st thou remained. 

And known what / have known ! 
Bom on thy course thro' manhood's turmoil wild^ 

What had'st thou gain'd ? 

Ah ! whither then had flown 
Thy bosom's peace^ and all thy virtues mild ? 

In thy sweet eye^ with candour ever beamings 

Could 1 have borne tp trace the shades of guile ! 
Thy open breast with gen'rous wishes teeming. 

Brooding on selfish passions, projects vile ; 
Thy tow'ring ardor made ambition's slave; 

Thy valiant spirit by false honour riven ; 
Thy love, — ^a fire accursed ! and thou, (so brave !) 

For one base worldly wish renouncing heaven I 

TbBt heaven is thine ! 

That eye in peace was clos'd ; 

The gifts of God thou did'st to God restore ; 
And for thy heart— that was so fondly mine— 

Since it to me its latest thoughts disdos'd. 
Beaming with holy hope and light divine— 

Sf^rit belov'd ! I will lament no more. 
Bydarabud^ April, 1804 
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EPITAPH, 

IN 8T. HELIEA's CHUBCH-YABD, JBBSET. 
TO THB MEMORY OF MARY SCOTT. 

Nbveb was ^' dust to dust" more sadly said. 
Than when thy spotless relics here were laid ! 
She was — vain effort ! to describe her worth—- 
Tears, tears alone, love's eloquence 1 spring forth : 
Who can paint perfume ? or, by words, convey 
The sense of sight, to him denied the day ? 
Beauty and wit, and each accustom'd grace. 
Have terms appropriate, but the soul-fraught fac 
The blended charm, more felt than seen, '' that drew 
All hearts to love thee," what can bring to view ? 
For ever lost to those who knew thee not, ' 
By those who knew thee^ thou wert best forgot ; 
But oh ! the heart that mourns thee most, may yet 
Hope and wish all things, sooner than forget 
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ISABEL. 

Hayb you seen the water-li1y> 
Wering o'er her glassy bed ? 

Tho' rude winds blow ne'er so chilly^ 
Gaily still she rears her head. 

Ha^e you se^i the tints of monnng, 
B4siqg soft o'er clouds of snow^ 

Hills and dewy vales adorning^ 
With a smile of sweetest glow ? 

Have yoa heard the wood-lark carol ? 

Or with poet's eye snrrey'd 
INtftnre in her best apparel^ 

By her handmaid Spring array'd? 

finch is she^-4he water-fiower ! 

Wjore as streams that round it flow. 
Mild as Nature's waking hour. 

Blooming as Aurora's glow. 
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Merrj as the sweet bird singings 
As she cleav^ the bahny air 3 

In her bosom ever springing 
Frolic fancies pure as fsdr. 

Nor can poet^ gaily dreaming^ 

Frame a vision to excel 
The airy^ happy> pleasure-beaming 

Form and face of Isabel. 
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THE LITTLE ANGLER. 

The summer mom was sliining bright^ 

Inclining me to roam ; 
Birds^ treef>, and sweet perfume inrit* 

To ramble far from home. 

At play^ beside the dingle brooks 

An urchin troop I spied ; 
A thread and pin^ his line and hook^ 

One tiny angler tried^ 

With ever-baffled toil to wile 
The craftier minnow race>— 

Fair^ curly-haired^ bhie-eyed^ a smile 
Still winnowing o'er his face.— - 

Playmates were jeering him^ but no ! 

He would not be subdued ; 
I watch'd him long^ 'twas time to go— 

My wanderings were pursued 



Full many a mik^ the Bim was high 

When I this path retraced; 
There stood the little fisher-boy 

Just where I left him placed ! 

Stilly every throw fresh h<^e supplied. 

And stiU the eager eye 
Followed each ripple of the tiditi 

And still die pirey dbct by. 

The gazer o'er that woodland scene, 

Could rest upon no spot. 
When Nature's most enchanting sheen 

Of loveliness was not ; 

But eye, thought, fancy, all were spell'd 

By that fair boy alone. 
Still standing where I last beheld^ 

His every playmate gone ; 

His minnow-chase, his flashing smile, 

Hopes baffl'd, ever new 1 
The ardour of his fruitless toil— 

A faithful portrait drew ! 



m 
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"'Twas pretty, though 'twas sad" to see 

How axtlesdj.he pkuf*d 
His future youth's' sure history—- 

But deeper musing sway'd ; 



Four years he scarce had number'd ; boy ! 

So pOTsevering nbw> 
Will good or ill, that Will, employ 

When manhood' shades thy brow ? 
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TO A YOUNG AND HIGHLY, GIFtBD 
PROFESeiONAI^ PIANIST. 

Oa thou ! entrusted with that voice fhnd beftven^ 
Sw«et Mttsie'fl ministiy-— reyere its worth I 

Thou dost Hot) canst not^ deem Buch.miasion given 
Simply to yield the idlers of the earth ■ . 

A tsatisient baiiquet-^wreathing ikee the while 
With blooming flatteries from fair lips and eyes !— 

A nobler meed invites thy tutieful toil-«- 
' Seraphs are watching Uiee in yonder skies^ 

And wooing thee to join their deathless harmonies. 

* • • « 

Thou wield'st a mighty pow'r with facile grace^-— 

The soul of music issues from thy shell ! 
'^ What passion cannot music raise or quell ?" 

Nerve valour^ soflen love— cxalt^ debase ! — 
Like the fam'd poison tree, a breathiifg death. 

If sense alone tune and inhale it— gales 
Of Paradise not more salubrious brealh. 

Than this sweet aerial mystery exhales. 
When mingling with the chords the giver^s praise pre- 
vails. 



to 



What of their blest employ^ dwellers above 

In aiinlei9 light and happiness, know we^ - 
Save that arclmnd.tii' £fieni0}'9 throne they move 

In circling choirs of grateful minstrelsy ? 
The £^m'd shepherd kit^ in music spoke • " 

His praise and prophecy who came to jave*— • 
'Twaa angel music wondering Beth'lem woke " 

With the glad tidings that unbound the grave: — 

High, holy dloquence !— be vaw'dtoHim who gavf ! 

,.."'■■■■ • •. » 

The Eastern-bird* that hovers in the air^ 

And draws his food from flow'irsj will ne'er aUghl ; — 
So tenderly he guards his (dumage rare 

Prom earthly stain ? and ye^ O spirits bright ! 
O-^Mtppj spirits ! who at will can bathe 

Yourselves in harmony^ and in the flow 
Of that ptur^ elcapoent delighted lave> 

Soar, soar Iqiartj from all thinga base and low j 
No earthly firea should blend with that diviner glmit I 



■^ 
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Xor deem the monitory verse unkind ! 

Thy worthy yoong harmonist ! inspires the lay— 
The finest sense^ the genius most refin'd^ 

See least the perils of life's crowded way : 

.... • •^ 

They are not of the crowd— they tower above. 

And look beyond — ^they dread not what they scorn ! 
But fatal incense they are form'd to love. 
Whose perfum'd douds oft dim th*^ entBuaasii's 
mom. 
And turii to Sijrrow's showers whdt 8e6m*d alllieaycaio 
ly bom ! 
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SONNET. 
THE YOUNO LOVERS. 

Tbmy grew together like two fait spriog flow'rs 
Hear'd on one tunny bank-rtheir childish bour» 

^ounsh'd the innocent perfume of their loves, 
mi each to each the breath of life became : — 
Consenting fortune smiled upon their flajne. 

And Hymen waits, and Friendship's voice approvM; 
When, for short parting, hasty summons carne*^ 

But no distrust, no pang prophetic rose ;•— 
To their young cloudless hopes 'twas almost sweet 
To say adieu— «o soon again to meet^— 

Alas, alas ! too soon !— ere ev'ning's close. 
Came back the lover ! — ^mangled, pale, and dead«>» 
That flight 1— -one dart of agony it throws ! 

And like a startled bird her gentle spirit fled. 
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ON A WITHfillED TLO^WEIL 

FoRU»N a^YeredUosMtt^ MhSM noir is thy bkunj^i 
ing? . :. 

Thy triumph of beauty sa ktely di^pUy'dt 
lliy Mfd hedge<4row bow^r, thou had'«t fltill been 
perfiimuig, 
Had'st tfaott rested ocmtent with thy peers In the 
shade. 

r 

But fond to be noticed^ inviting thy niin> - ' 

Thy gaddiiig yoong stem o'er the hotdet wonM 
stray! 
I jduck'd tbee> and praised thee ; my i^ambje parsu-i 

ing> 
I tired of thy perfume^ and threw thee cwqr. ^ 

Yet pensive I view thee> thus thanklessly bli^ied> 
Thy fate and thy folly sad emblems provide ; 

Thou tell'st of vain beautyj so often requited 
With ruin and wreck for her moment of pride.. 



i 
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. ' ;. SOIOTETrr-NIGHT. . V ^ 

jO^bsl ihfi 'smtKith lake, :di^ sun. d^liniiig thronrti ^ . 

His parting radiance— stretching to the 3Pr^est> 
That l0Vel]K Inircor lies! in calm' vi^poafi, 
r - I4k^ a:fi^ beauty in her. night-robe dress'd ; 
The latest wing, home journeying, and the sound 
•: Of one kme striiggler of the bleating trainj^ , 
Have faintly mov'd the stillness gathering rounds 

■ 

And now night settles on the silent plain. 
But comes with night the silence of the; soul ? 
: * See one by one, the stars put forth their light t 
So she, th' undying, tracks them where they^roli 
^..Through darkness> with high thoughts^ quick 

springing, bright. 
And Igtves the solemn hour and bids it haiL . 

More than the morning's light, or evening's spiQr 



' : . it 
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ELEGIAC^ 

ON BSVISITmO TBB BANKS OF THE E8K> AFTBB AN 

ABSBNCB^ of 80HB YBAB8. 



Fair hatiyenver ! long in distant lands. 
Haunting my dreams— and do I once again 

"Realt the sweet muidc of your pebbly sands ? 
Thro' all my change, dost thou unchanged remain. ^ 

Ocdan hai^been between us, and the throngs 
Of other shores— and some, alas ! how dear i 

V^et still to thee oiie crowning spell belongs—- 
Lifers morning records were collected here. 

r 

. , . - t* * 

Yes ! tredi agam the sunny scenes of youth— 
The sightSi the sounds, that vernal fancy fed. 

Appear before me in their native truth. 
But Hope, that promised more— th* enchanter's 



i 
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And memory consecrates each smiling spene> 
And young affections hallow glade and grove** 

Brighter and darker landscapes intervene-* 
But here Yrere nurs'd the buds of hope and love 

As cm this grassy bank, reclined at ease, 
I trace life's vernal blooms that come no more t— 

What long-hush'd voices mingle with the breese I 
What shades of childhood tenant ev'ry shore ! 

Where yonder thicket spreads its tangled shade^ » 
Weaving wild garlai^ds as we rov'd along, 

Forgotten Henry ! hast thou often stray'd. 
And dieer'd our toilless labours with thy scmg :««k 

Forgotten ! No ! need not these whispering bow'r» 
Mem'ry of thee-*-my eariiest ! to disclose*-* 

The yWeiu^— first called— -of childhood's guilelessi 
hours . ...... y 

Who e'er forgot— -or life's £rst gathier^d arose ? ^ 

• • . • j» 

Ah ( featly tripping o'er yon daisied green. 

What troops of youthful life were wont tQ play,. 

Who there, alas ! shall never more be seen-— 

l^wept by the twoi-edged scythe of fiiteairqrt 
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Conyen'dLwithin the village school> no more 
• tlieir.'well-remember'd faces shall I see> 
Murm'ring and bending o'er the arduous liure^ 
Bfecbung^d for wbisper'd hopes and looks of glee^ 

When welcome I^ who never shall again ! 

^mong.them enter'd^ chartering merriment^* 
To iisk ,the birth«^a7 holiday^ and gain :^ 

With speech. well conn'd, ''the master's" skvr 
Qotisent 

Then> what gB,f transport fir'd the urchin throng I 
I .T2ieil>Vhat proud tinumph thriU'd my cbfldUh 

breast ! 
Wbeilrrttshing fisrth^ EsVs/wipding mar|i akng» 
I joii^d 'the rabei^ as frolic as the. rest I 

Thejr mastisiv too^ was min&^a foe to sport, 
- iJuUroiy hongMit^^-liardly, when at homo 
He dealtliis horn. book to. the gentler wiU 
' .WjraUdbeabste die pedanl'j statriy tone ; , . 

Widov^d, butfeiti^d bitt mdre^but happy ycmrat 
To lAvsiL through life affecdon fondly leans, 

7oitt faery charm the rudest hind endears,' 
VJMWiaiiytagilminglei with Aose sunny. acf^D^ih^ 



And wttna'd by mem'ry, for aci|uaintfliioe old ' 
I sought his home— 4ii8 home ! it w«s not thare^ 

The hofur-glasf and the scythe his stoiyi told ; ^ 
His Grille wa« o'eiv— the riiled> Krhere were tiiey? 
where ? 

Som^ in the church-jard green beside him l*y»v 
A sterner despot had abridged their date ; ^ 

And some adventurotia hopes led far away, . * 
And none could tell me of their after fate :-~- 



Oiie fiiv^te peasant girl— a rosy child^: 
Whose heart 4md hand my sli^test beck oodld 
bring, 

StiU prompt to mischief, UioBghtleiss still and mOd, 
But gay and guileless as the bird on wing^ ;. 
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I found her now, a^ matron. stern, and nids^ .:; 

Whose BuUen glanoe my greeting, eoldly piid.>- 
llme, tiiHe, and dnrangingills, hadchang'd JiemooBj 

And sadaess «at» wheie dimplingiiaiitii fmce pBy^d* 

On that pale cheek and brow, no trice temain'd. 7 

Of fair«h^'d Mary-4>9t the l^md of acm 
Had written bitterness; and worse l^prodaxm'd * 
- Wiatmmy .» witfafting passign hiidrJMta Asm 



Yet tho' thus chang'd, tho' ev'n my form forgot, 
Mem'ry for her had still some kindly rays ; 

Within her chill, half-lighted, dreary cot, 
I heard and £elt a ypice of otl]ier days ; . 

A poor convulsive baby dying lay. 

Round which all fpndly did her arms entwine. 
She murmuring forth its name— oh^ need I say. 

What thrills crept o'er my heart— that name was 
ihinef 

Yes, £edthfal memory ! thy guardian pow'r 
Fosters for all some flowers that will not fade ! 

Oft thou'rt the friemi in sorrow's dai^st hoar. 
To soothe the bear! all otheri have betray'd. , ; 

Tslknotofmam'ryfs.psxn'-Hib^^s sad but.^weet-r .' 
A holy kindness mingles with her teaf # ; • 

Within ber spar-lit grot tK' loog^arfed n^estf ,v 
AMbsBiqn^otttfaelMsl.orfianQM9r y•|lr|^Jr-t ; 



£v'nthcb8t wretch whom h0|)&iia more may blea^ 
Whom vice has gluzidec'd of ea^h tuaik drvine. 

Turns to some days'of ycnithfU hiq^^es^ ^ 

That yield him pride to think ^ These once were 



mine/' 
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THE BLIND TWINS. 

To commune with fair Nature forth I stray'd^ 

While dews were clinging still on bloom and bladci 

Morning was up^ but yet no living sound 

Disturb'd the holy calmness breathing round ; 

It seem'd as Nature paused in silent pray'r^ 

To bless her beauteous offspring slumb'ring there-* 

Hill^ dale and valley^ stream and leafy bow'r, 

Bask'd in the brightness of that lonely hour. 

A beckoning lane my willing footsteps led 

To shadier paths, where nestling violets shed , :' 

Their morning incense on the vernal air — 

When lol sweet sounds broke forth, I knew:D<$t 

Whfere*— f 

Voices of idnging childhood warbling clear, ' *> ^ 
And loiid, and joyous, were approaching neto ! ', 
They seem to travel with me ! hid from vifir 
By the thick screen the leaQr hedge-row itemr ; ' -^ 
Like rival robins on a summer spray, , '^ ^ 

One sang, Utiother echoing biMik the lay. 



In pleasant strife ! innocent words they sang 

In nature's praisej and all the valley rang ! 

A tinkling sheep-bell jarr'd their silvery strain^-— 

They paused/ then laugh'd/ then carrol'd blithe 

again.-— 
Need it be told that longings rose to see 
The artless tuners of that minstrelsy. 
Making the morning happy with their glee ? 
O blessed tones of youth, may no alloy 
Ruder than sheep-bells mar your guileless joy ! 
No unkind future spoil that concord sweet i 
And now the lane is turn'd, and now we' meet : 
Forth issuing from the shade, and hand iii^hand. 
Before my eyes two twin-like uvchins stand ; 
Fair curling locks are waving unconfined 
O'er ruddy dimpled cheeks— but botii idre-^blind 1 
Oh ! what a touching spectacle was there ! 
Aii^ yeti~vain pity ! idle tears !~forbfeMr * 
Why mourh'for them the light of day unknown. 
Who share so bright a sunshine of their' own ? 
No need have they to gaze' on flowers and fields, 
Nature'f<>r thfm -a happier birth-right yidds ;— 
To feel her freshness, tiu^te her bahny air. 
See no dark clouds, and fancy all things fair. 

F 



I 



A GRANQFATHEI^'S E^RQE. 

Bbloved^ ^hou 9Tt gone-^never agwi » 

Thy dove-like voiqe shaljl hover round me here I 

Spring is abroad* fresh dowerj are on the plain^ 
But thou a sweeter far^ ap4 oh ! how d^ar ! 
S^ver'd fxotfk light and life Ije^t lone and dre^.. 

Mai^eQS;^ aj>proac)i her twjj) I 'tis sipulptWd o>r 
With rQ9e8;i UUfs^ aAd the vial^. bku^-^ 

And if y^ would unfpld tjh^ ^mblemi Ipre-?!*- 
Know, d^ was. ]XM>4^tj^ Iwi ^pA l^eavenly tn>^ 
" Sweet tp ^ B^Qse, ^ lavdy^ to, ih^ view/'* 

Possum )i«9. mufiY a Qippdj^ Ae gtifii th|it flqw^ 
F^rowL agod ey^a vpon y Qwg gw^ves^-wJjut cm*^«^ 

On ttie l^eiMghti^ w^y-oi^an^tiWv^Ui^^'gQiu^ 
And 1)1011 1^9at kftme^.]^^! aU dwk wpdlone I 
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I wish'd to say farewell^— it need not be> 
For I shall soon be with thee where thou art; 

I wish'd that deathless verse might trophy thee— 
Oh fond and vain ambition ! tears but start> 
And the low murmurs of a breaking heart ! 



<- . 
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SONNET^THE SWALLOW. 

By Spring's first san-beam from her wintry rest, 

ho ! wak'd to toil, th' industrious swallow hies 
To seek a shelter for her clayey nest. 

And for her curious masonry, supplies : 
She cleaves the air with steady speed, and gay. 

Gathers her insect prey, still journeying on. 
Sips, as she skims the river, on her way. 

Prattles to passers by, but halts with none. 
'Tis done, 'tis tenanted, that little dome 1 

With duty still untir'd, her young she rears ; 
Prunes and instructs the unfledg'd wing to roam. 

Then ends her destin'd task, and disappears. 
O ! boastful reason, loitering life away. 

See how poor instinct fills her humbler day ! 
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SONNET. 

Thbouoh the long night, all sleepless and opprett^ 

The fevered sufferer gladdens still to hear 
The clock slow tolling^ and lie deems him blest 

As teUs the waning lamp that morning's near j 
** Another hour^ and day> and man will wake> 

Bring light, bring change^ to soothe this lonely 
strife;" 
O sad blind solace that the weary take^ 

Counting their perish'd hoursj the drops of life i 
Bat what says Health, amid her sunny day> 

Her bloom of energies and fancies fair ? 
And does the never wish the hours away^ 

Nor find the present burdenscuae to bear ? 
O feverish pulses of tfa' immortal breast^ 

Nothere, not here> your tfarobbings may have rest I 
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TO THE MEMORY ,0F P. L. 

Anotbbb wave of time has borne 
A lov*^d one to her place of rest-* 

Her rest ?— Oh weep not !— rather niourir 
The 'wilder'd livings than the blest. 

tShe knew hi whom she trusted— she 
Shared that blest vision Faith bestoWs^. 

Which guides life's current temp'rately^ 
And sheds a haio on its close. 

Her mom was fai^> her noon was bright; 

Undimm'd^ un&ded^ pass'd awa;^ 
Her wealth of mindj her beauty^s lights 

As ffems too costly fbr decay; ' 

What had she not> that life could strew 
Around her path, of gcK>d and fair ? 

Its darker hour she never knew^ 
And all its choicest blooms were there. 
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The seal of fate is on them now !*- 
J3er bed of transient woe was ble;st-<-^ 

Pity and love, with murmurs low. 
And angel-whispers, brought her rest. 

As on the .canvas Beauty glows 

Fairest and fix'd, tho' life be past—* 
Her happiest moment memory chose, 

* 

And took her loveliest likeness last i 

And there she lay, so calm and fair. 
So like a virgin saint in sleep, — 

Who could disturb that Holy air 
With passion's sighs, or dare to wejsp ? 

It seem'd as if the lifeless clay 
Her own pure spirit's hands had drest. 

Had hover'd b'er with fond delay. 
And then a parting kiss in^pres^'d. 

No, devest ! Ill not weep for the^— 
Whit^ robes, 4 seraph'^ crown are thin^— » 

One of a glorious company ! 
Oh ! would thy blessed lot were mine ! 
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St MAfi^S Xlltlt.TAtaWS£LKtlUtS»l»i. 

LAr me there^ lay m6 there. 

When the blink is out now feebly lowing^* 
Where naething stirs bnt the moorland air^ 
The dead wf withered leafies strowing ! 

1 hae had eneuch o* stir and din— 

I wad na be laid whar neebours gather ! 
There's peace> ihere^s peace> by the lahely li^n^ ^ 
A bonnie grave-bed is the heather* 

St MaryV Loch lies shimmering still. 
But St Mary's Kirk-bell's lang dune ringing ; 

There's naething now but the grave-stane hill> 
To tell o' a' their loud psalm-singing ; 

The plover wails where gosdips met> 
And the fremitt curlew fearless hovers 

Where the pl%hted trysting hour was set— - 
O where be now the bloomuig lovers } 
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And where be now the hopes and fears. 
And the dowie^-hoar, and merry meeting? 

There's naething here but the morning's tear»-— 
Aneth the moolst there's^ nae mair>greeting4 

A calm 80ugh'8§ on the loch thenow^ 

Where the waves were ancesic.awttritle keeping; 
And the lift|| looks down wi' her bonnie brow> 

Like a mither watching baimies sleeping^ 

lay me theve^ O lay me th^re, 

Wh«?e the.deadin loneliness are lying !-» 

1 want nae dirge but the moorland air. 

And rest, swieet rest, wheie nane ure spyny. 



* H0ftvy« Md* - 1 MoiU. $ Weeping. § SigldDg iMBd. 

R Sky. 
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SCOTCH SONO. 

TUK bomie Urd that ikngk its lanc^ 
When ither warblers are at rest> 

In southron kads X hea^d its strAif^ 
And Aye sin^yile* it wrttdcs mj brebstl 

For there Was abe X dearlj^ lo'ed^ 
Wha sang like her in shades retir'd. 

Whose modesty my heart subdu'dt 
Whose diarma my youthfa' fanlcy 



Wha» liltiagf to the cldsing flowery* 
A sweeter flow'r 1 was seen to bloom— 

Jiut low Ae lies, and memory pours 
A wail incessant o'er her tomb. 

bonnie bird ! I fain wad hear 
Your artless music ance again ; 

1 listen — ^there's no warbler near— * 
I gaze— my sun has left the plain. 



m t • • 
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TH£ PE3SB.TKP NSST. 

Th^ cold* the desola^ p^stu 

Left on the leafless tree^ 
How like the lonely widow'd breast ! 
Surviving but to see 
Its summer hopes all ded and gone> their shelter 

pass'd away^ 
To wither through the wintry hours in sorrowful 
decay. 

O how like summer leaves 

Hiding the nestling's home^ 
The halo round young love deceives ! 
Youth deems there ne'er will come 
To him the dark unfHendly sky^ nor plund'rer's 

hand invade 
The bower of downy happiness^ where love's first 
home was made. 
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But if the wintry wind 

Have stripp'd that haffpy bow'r^ 
Still mem'rjr's fibres there are twin'd 
Through ev'ry changing hour : 
The heart whose wreck of love and life fond memo- 
ry sustains^ 
May linger long^ but evermore untenanted remains. 
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A MOTHER'S DIRGE. 

NO. I. 

What to me are daisies springing ? 

Lambs that ifrolic o'er the lea ? 
Merle and throstle gaily singing ?— 

Bring they aught of joy to me ? 
Ah ! such sights and sounds of gladness^ 

Warbling groves^ and flowery bloomj 
Mock the mourner's settled sadness^ — 

Mock the winter of the tomb ! 

Hush'd she lies, whose notes resounding 

Vernal joy^ could most delight ; — 
Still she lies^ who, blithely bounding, 

Chas'd the swallow on his flight : — 
She, whose buds of soul and feature 

Far more precious ! charm'd my view. 
Breathes no more the breath of nature— • 

Sleeps beneath the mournful yew. 
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Lambkins ! near the turf resorting. 

Where my darling's ashes are, 
Oaze a while, nor cease your sporting ! 

Kindred innocence lies there ! 
Not unenvyingly I view ye. 

All unconscious as ye play ; 
Grief, nor care, nor thought pursue ye. 

Thro' your brief and jocund day. 

Ev'ry birth of Spring that's breathing,— 

Ev'ry eye that meets the sun, — 
Ev'ry shoot its tendrils wreathing. 

That has yet its course to run :— - 
Glitt'ring myriads all employing. 

Nature's boon and bounteous store ;-~ 
All, a share of time enjoying. 

Tell me, darling ! thine is o'er. 
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THE OUTCAST. 

*^ How the tempest tears the deep ! 
How the skies in anguish weep ! 
Hark ! how howls the surly tide ! 
—From the tempest haste and hide." 
" From the tempest hide ? but where 
Hide me firom the fiend Despair? 
Where's the shed in which to find 
Shelter for the outrag'd mind }" 
— '' Oh ! you know not what you say ! 
From destruction haste away :-— 
Fai9um'i flood will eease its roarj*— 
** Ebbing life returns no more 1" 
*' Cease thee ! cease thee ! need I live 
When life has not a hope to give? 
When crush'd by anguish/ all my pow'r 
Is but to curse my natal.hour ? 
Oh ! may ruin strip the plain 
Where life beckon'd me in vain i 
May tempests blast the roof» the tree> 
That in childhobd ahelter'd me ! 
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Save thyself !^f aught be thine 

To sweeten life — a curse is minej— 

A curse that queHs the throb of fear : — 

Save thyself! I perish here." 

— ^' Art tbon fit to rush unbidden 

Before the awful bar of Heaven^ 

Whose bosom frautic passion thrones^ 

Whose purpose— <inerc3r's self disowns ? 

Free hand^ fVee will, the Almighty gave. 

But missionM cont^nce guafds the g;l^ay« ; ' 

Art thou so bbld, to force that bourne 

When conscience cries aloud. Return ?" 

So blind, to see no peaoe^l rest * 

Waiting Misftntune's most' oppt'ess'd f** 

*^ Peace, na son of dust can luiTe— ^ ' ' 

Rest, is only iti the grave I-^ 

*^ When poison taintiT tbe lab'ring breath, ' 

Where is nfed'eiiie but in death ?** 

—"Ob! bevindfttlwfaat I sa]^! 

From destrucdott haite laway :<^ ' ^ ' 

Think of the father, le^e, or friend; 
Wailing o'er tfciy wretdieS cnS i ' * '" 
How Rdigion'* sons will weep, ' ^^ 

Thy reasan's^wOd^rtiiidas^ep; 
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Thy daring curses !— thiid:, oh think !«» 
How thou stand'st on judgment's brink r 
— " My pity urge not !— none thete be 
Would shed one sorro^^ong drop for me : 
And can they blame disdain id lift^ 
Who paint so well earth's heU-bom strife ? 
Hear me ! wild rocks-M-wild waves> attend I 
I have no father^ loye, nor friend s— 
Ij who breath'd love to all mankind. 
One faithful heart could never find ; 
And now, each prop of life o'erthrown, 
Ifid this dark world I stand alone ! 
I had a father—dearly lov'd !— 
His curse, his cruel curse, I prov'd ; 
An^ while, to soothe his rage I tried. 
Warm with that cruel curse he died \ 
I had a friend-«»he stabb'd my heart l—-^ 
He wrong'd me in the dearest parti- 
Then drew his sword-— Fato wielded mine> 
And stamped me withthe mord'rer'a crime.. 
My love } oh, never ioveUer maid 
Was by beauty's hands, arrayed !> 
O ! never lips so sweetly smll'd 
Sinoe the first Adam was bqpiU'd !: 
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Never had sainted virgin fair^ 

So iimoceot^ so pure an air« 

All chamuiy -we picture as divine. 

Were her's*-«nd I h^eved lier mine*«« 

For her, mf fadier'a cuise I boie— 

For Aeo my friend I own'd no more ; 

B«t bj Aer to be repaidj 

Cancell'd all, delasion said. 

O, judge my sufiering !-«-ca]m and cold 

She left me 1 Had the fidse one told 

Why die thus parted-r^had she said 

She griet'd to wrong the wretch she made<^ 

Had one huah'd sigh refused controul. 

One look diseles'd tiiie pitying soul— ^ 

Had she some unknown wrong reprov'd«~- 

Had sorrow* even in anger mov'd ; 

I might have brooked this outcast state. 

But cold indifference was &tel 

Indiference, dial moeks at woe^ 

SMiids the soothing tear to floWjF«> 

The soothing tear mig^ balm impart* 

To allay the fevered heart ; 

But me doth no such bahn relieve. 

Whom teara nor give, nor feeiri reoeilrei 



And can I live but scenes to see 

That bloom nor smile^ nor droop for me ? 

No ! steril world ! I bid adieu 

To faithless friends^ chill'd love and you." 

He said^ and dashing from the steep^ 

Sought refuge in the yawning deep ; 

The angry billows drest his grave^ 

And howling winds a requiem gave« 
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FREE TRANSLATION 

OF AN ANCIBNT LAPLAND SONG^ SNTITLBl^ 
" The PzaiMi of Nebat'i Loven.* 

Ah ! let not flatt'ring tongues destroy 
The cairn, my Nebat> of our love !-^ 

Let the frail emblems they employ 
In beauty's praise, its pride reprove. 

One tells you, on the feather'd snow 
Your flying footst^ks leave no trace ;— » 

Another swears your tresses flow. 
Like sunbeams round an angel's face* 

''Your sled," they say, ^* is like the gale> 
That wafts along the balms of spring; 

The careful fisher drops his sail—* 
The sea-birds listeo when you mng^ 
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The rugged Genius of the rocks^ 

Tries to allure you to his cave ; 
But all his art your beauty mocks — 

Girt round by the devoted brave."— 

These are the praises youth bestows 
On youthful charms that will not last ! 

Soon Nebat ! melt the feather'd snows^ 
The sunbeams fly when comes the blasts 

Spring blossoms have but transient bloom ; — 
The song will fail— rthe sled decay ;— 

The gale will cease to waft perfume. 
And soon must beauty fade away ! 

And who will praise you then ? I will ! 

Smile but on me with constant heart. 
And, Nebat ! I will love you still. 

Though ev'ry other friend depart. 
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THE SKY-LARK. 

The lark forsakes the woodland quire^ 

And heavenward soars away ; 
And sweeter as she rises higher. 

Her notes thro' ether stray ; 
Her trembling wing — ^her gradual swell- 

Her solemn, joyous airs ; 
Her tow'ring flight, — all plainly tell 

The errand that she bears. 
Alone she travels, all alone 

She warbles unconfin'd ; 
So piety ascends the throne-^ 

So leaves the world behind ! 
Oh ! if as pure of heart could I 

Her morning flight attend^ 
I'd join that hermit of the sky. 

And never more descend. 
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THE WIDOW'S SON. 

A FtlA(}M£kt. 

Oh yes \ full well 1 know ! 
And yet to tell yoU how she lost her wits — 
I am a mother too — ^to think oh^t^ but !— 
It almost crazes me. 

You see tiiat coat — 
That little tatter'd garment^ fondly press'd . 
Beneath her wither'd arm ? you hear her moans> 
In shuddering fitful sounds^ as one by fear. 
Or shivering cold, ceaselessly moved ? 

Her look — 
Her hurrying look, still coursing, downwards 
Bent, as if in eager search of somewhat lost ? 
Such has she been 8in<^e e'er one fatal night. 
Three years agone : — It was the winter time. 
And bitter, bitter cold, — ^but clear the sky. 
And the bright moonlight, o'er the frosty green 
StreVd all ^ith glitt'ring sparks, was blithe to see. 
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The village boys^ clam'rous at busy play. 

Tried the new ice^ or shouted in the ring ; — 

And all were out, save this poor widow's son — 

Her only one !-- -of many a vanished hope-— 

Nature's and fortune's wreck— all that remain'd ! 

By his fond mother's anxious side detain'd. 

Eager he listen'd to the joyous rout. 

Yet duteous staid, obedient to her wish. 

And strove to reason down the rebel will : — 

For sweetly could he reason, justly think ! 

He was indeed a creature fit for heaven, 

(Be it not sinful to deem any such !)~ 

Just eight years old,— but wise beyond his years, 

He might have counsell'd ancients, taught the leam'd : 

With love to man, and gratitude to Ood 
His infant mind o'erflow'd ; already fraught 
With the best lore — best by the simple known ! 
Innocent creature ! often did he wish 
'T had been his lot to join the favor'd train 
Of those blest martyrs, who, in holy writ, 
FoUow'd and shar'd the counsels of their Lo^d ;•»• 
Or that an infant Samuel he had been*".- 
The highly honour'd Samuel, call'd of God ;— 
If better in the temple he might shun 
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The snares, the perils of a guilty world : 

* " For still I think it hard — but do not blame me— *^ 

(Thus, prematurely reasoning, would he say), 

" That helpless creatures should be so beset ; 

That an eternity of woe should be 

The doom of him whose time's, alas ! so short." 

Then for the wicked flow'd his full heart's tear. 

And then he'd bless his mother's pious care. 

Who taught him still to seek the better road. 

He loved his mother most devotedly;— 
Whole hours he'd sit in patience by her side. 
If sick or sad ;— fly to obey her look,— 
Or wishj half-hinted, fully understood* 
His dreams of manhood all were full of her ; 
His daily, nightly wish, to prove his love 
By some great deed, to fame unknown befinre. 
(O, lovely visions of untainted youth! 
Shoots of th' immortal tree in Eden lost> 
Ye may not ripen here ; or if ye could, 
Twere Parage again, and heaven forgot I) 
Yet was^ the vernal candour of his soul 



• This really was the reasoning, and the diaracter of a boy of 
eight years. 

H 




86 rosMs. 

A bloom peculiar^— ^weet o'er all the rest : 
—I well remember^ once^ when all intent. 
Glowing and tearful, he sat listening 
A tale romantic, of infantine worth. 
Set off with moving art; how a young son. 
Mounted before his father, forest drear 
Was journeying— when behold ! the monster. 
Oft described, long-dreaded, rush'd upon them-«» 
A famish'd wolf in hunger's desp'rate might ;— 
^One of us two must die,— we need not both !->- 
Fly ! comfort my poor mother I" cried that boy. 
And from his father's vainly clasping arms 
He sprang-— and perished ; — 
William, all sympathy, warm with the thought 
That life were barter'd cheaply for such gain 
Of beautiful renown,— who well could feel 
The generous impulse of that dauntless son. 
Had yet the nobler courage to disclaim 
Untried, an equal soul— and when, secure 
Of equal love, his mother questioned him, 
'^ Could'st thou do so ?" he £alter'd, blushingly. 
Then firm replied; ''Mother, I fear me no !«~ 
Often I've thought that I for you could die. 
But then— I never saw a wolf so near ;•««" 
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And then be wept to own that coward heart—- 
And / must weep to think how sweet he was !•-• 
And then his prettiness of voice and look. 
His thoughtful eye, beaming with youthful light. 
His snowy brow, shaded by raven curls. 
The guileless smile of cherub jf|ancy 
In lovely contrast with the speech sedate,-«— 
But most, the father^s image that he bore— « 
Oh ! 'tis small wonder that she lost her wits. 
Or that maternal love, survivor still. 
Ceaselessly haunted by one ghastly hour ! 
Clasps with tenacious care that last worn shred 
Of earthly substance, once this darling child's ! 
But from my story I have widely stray'd ;•«— 
I take it up : — Alas ! there's no perfection ! 
For sinful taint infects each . mcnrtal birth ; ' 
This boy, so rich in early rectitude 
Of thought and wish, had yet a stubborn will ; 
Which, haply, years and culture had subdued 
To manly firmness, virtue's best defence ; 
But unmatur'd, he would at times display 
The Tempier's power in moods of frowardnesa^ 
Short-liv'd and seldom, but heaven will'd it fatal. 
His moonlight sports were ever dearly lov'd. 
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And now, the ice, his mother's dread, indreas'd 

The fond temptation ; meanwhile long be sat 

Reproving busy thought in penance sore. 

When to their casement came a merry rout. 

Praying him forth ; and now subdued, he tried. 

With speech imporlgmate, and playful wile. 

To change his fearful parent's hard decree ; 

'^ The ice three nights had hardened ; ev'ry boy. 

Of half his age, had tried it o'er and o'er ; 

The pond so shallow was, it would not drown 

A lamb." '* Go then> and drown !" the mother cry'd. 

Wearied at length, half smiling, inly vex'd, 

" Thoult have thy will, then wreak it on thy selfl*^ 

The advantage wrongly gain*d, the headstrong boy 

Now blush'd to yield, though conscious of his fault; 

And jestfully replying. Til obey ! 

Fleet as an arrow bounded o'er the plain. 

Feigning to seek the distant river road. 

Their sole domestic, startled-*-now pur^u'd ;-*-- 

For slipp'ry was the path, steep the descent. 

And night, and chilling air, increas'd the dread : 

The truant «aw her fear, and as she near'd 

Still devious fled ;— till baffled she retum'd, 

Tir'd in th' unequal race. Fearless at first. 
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The anxious mother (ieem'd this frolic flight ^ 

Would soon be o'er^ and trusted in her child ; 
For never long the conscious waywardness 
Usurp'd his breast. She sat her down : nine hours 
Had struck^ yet still he came not near. Retir'd 
To rest, each wearied urchin from the green 
Withdrew^ and all was hush'd. The clock tick'd (»i> 
The purring cat, the neighbour dogs, patting 
O'er frosty snow— the faintest living sound 
Quicken'd her pulse— in vain ! still *tw^ not he ! 
And now, already more than half insane. 
But struggling to be calm, she hurried forth ; 
Dread was the stillness of that fearful hour. 
And clear, and cold, and pitiless the scene. 
When by the moon, still looking brightly on. 
She trac'd the foot-prints of her vanish'd child I 
And now a shadow magnified by fear. 
And now a fancied sound, gave transient hope. 
Then horror rush'd amain I Oh ! what a crowd 
Of hideous flighty thoughts pressed her wild brain f 
I may not picture them ! 

The slipp'ry steep. 
The q[M)t where ceaa'd those prints so wildly sought,. 
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(A hopeless precipice !) proclaimed bis fate— 
The river roU'd beneath^ whose hollow moan 
Of dirge-like gurglings was the sole reply 
Her frenzied shrieks e'er gained. 



-I 
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A MOTHER'S DIRGE. 

NO. II. 

I'LL pluck, sweet Love ! another flow'r for thee, 

(If poesy have flow'rs my hand may reach :) 
While Spring remains^ in ev'ry bloom I see. 

There's that which to my sadden'd heart doth 
teach. 

More than the loftiest orator could preach ! 
Leaf follows leaf, and flower succeeds to flow'r. 

And nature sheds on all, her smile and tear : 
On the fresh rose alike, and her whose hour 

Is past; whose relics lie on their cold earthy bier. 

Yes ! the pale sever'd leaf partakes the dews 
That nurse the expanding bud, the ripen'd bloom ; 

Nor mine the niggard breast that can refuse 
Thy share of love, tho' mould'ring in the tomb :«•- 

Thee, summer suns shall never more illume. 
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But tears shall fall^ and sighs for thee shall heave^ 
And warm in mem'ry's bed I'll cherish thee^ 

Till this fond bosom lose the pow'r to grieve^ 
And eaith's brief joys and cares, alike forgot- 
ten be ! 

Yet mourn 1 not^ as those of hope bereft^— 
Blest hope ! that consecrates the Christian's dust : 

Sad> but not comfortless^ my soul is left ;->«» 
Father of Love ! I know in whom I trust ;-- - 
My pious child rejoices with the just ! 

He who on little children deigned to lay 
His blessed hands, and call'd them heirs of heav*!!. 

Forbids a doubt to cloud my lonely way-— 
Her infant pray'rs were he^d ! O be my lean 
forgiv'n. 
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ROSALIND, 

A FBAGMBNT. 

She pass'd me twice^ e'er sbe could supplicate ; 
She seem'd no common mendicant ; pale woe. 
That fed upon her cheek, had not subdued 
The loftiness of soul, that fill'd her eye^ 
Tho' 'twas o'ercast ; and as she me survey 'd 
With doubting gaze^ that eye said> mildly sad, 
'''Tis hard to beg !" I stopped and question'd her; 
The mite I gave, seem'd to have wak'd the thought 
That " few had been so kind ;" and tears rush'd forth. 
Which hastily she wip'd ; as though she scorn'd 
Vain pity to excite, or yield to aught> 
Of needless feeling—'' The unfortunate," 
She said, ''think their lots each the bitterest ; 
And mine, perhaps, seems bitterer to me. 
Than neutral reason would admit" — Again 
She thanked me meekly^ and proceeded. — 
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My heart was strangely mov'd— I follow'd her, 
I pray'd her to relate her tale of woe ; 
To, trust my pity ; feeling warmer grew, 
I proffered to redress her wrongs, to be 
Her future friend and guide. 

Stedfast she gaz'd 
Upon me as I spoke ; her pale cheek glow'd, 
A sudden brightness kindled in her eye ; 
No more the mendicant, her air, became 
The forest oak, recov'ring from the blast. 
Who calms his shaken tresses, and resumes 
His pride— ''Many there are," she said, ''like thee 
Would pity me thus fallen— but art thou he. 
That would have spared that fall ? O, pity comes 
Too late, that cannot save !" . 

My poor fcH*saken long-lost Rosalind ! 
The flower I cropt, and then with barb'rous change 
Neglected— O, 'twas shel 'T was she, who now. 
With a disdain too proud for anger, with 
The conscious triumph of superior mind. 
Its error master'd ; refused the friendship 
Of a false betrayer ; his penitence 
Disdain'd to hear, bade him adieu, and fled : 
Not backward was my speed, and I o'ertook her; 
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Her energies were all exhausted now ; 

Pale^ tremblings speechless^ death hung o'er her face ; 

When first I saw that face 'twas fair and gay ! 

I caught the tott'ring ruin— -It was I 

Had undermin'd it— justly punish'd, 

'Twas I received its fall ! 

Never since that^hour^ has gladness reach'd my heart. 
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SONNET. 

• 
My darling boy ! light of my sinking heart ! 

Through shades of hov'ring deaths still sweet to dm 
Tho' from thy dearer father warn'd to part^ 

Death seems more cruel when I gaze on thee I 
Yet thou^ (the only one of all I love \) 

Wilt sigh not> pause not^ drop for me no tear— - 
A broken toy, a scatter'd flow'r, will more 

In thee more sorrow than thy mother's bier ! 
Fantastic thought 1 and yet how strangely sad— • 

That when in death's cold clasp^ all faded lies. 
Thy youthful mother-— once in thee how glad ! 

Thou may'st as now, gaze on with laughing eyes- 
Peering on arduous tip-toe o'er her bed- 
Unconscious that she never more shall rise ! 
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THE. MISANTHROPE. 

I WA8 not hoftn to hate my kind— • 
Love was my native element ! 

The visions of my youthful mind 
Were all with passion blent ; 

Bat 'twas a passion pure and high^ 

And boundless as eternity. 

I lov'd — ^I lov'd all living things^ 
The veriest wretch I could not hate I 

I wept my own imaginings 
Of the berefl heart's dreary state— 

I would have toil'd in mine^ on wave^ 

One being firom that lot to save. 

The childish thought^ that many a flow'r 
Gave me ''good morrow !** as I gaz'd^ 

Long> long surviv'd the childish hour^— 
And if in summer-tide I rais'd 

Olad looks to heaven^ the sunny sky 

Seem'd lovingly to make rej^ly. 
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The birds that glanc'd from bow'r or tree. 

The happy birds 1 my kindred were. 
They, winged spirits seem'd to be. 

And I, their joyous flight could share- 
All nature had a voice to move 
My echoing heart— and that was love ! 

O how it smote^ and chill'd, and wrung 
That trusting heart, when one by one 

The gems of fancy were unstrung 

By cruel hands ! and life's stripp'd zone. 

On which they lay with fond caress. 

Appeared in native barrenness. 

The love that could not change— grew cold ! 

The friendship unto death—- had fled 
£re its first rising moon wax'd old — 

The few were numbered with the dead. 
Who promis'd *' better things"— and they— 
O who could wish their longer stay ? 

To linger, when the light is gone ! 

Upon a dreary, sea-beat shore— ^ 
To search for summer flow'rs where none 

For them shall ever blossom more— 
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To listen to the stranger young. 
Speaking as in a foreign tongue^ 

To see the throngs of joy and care^ 
Like tnxyps of sea-birds flitting hj. 

Whitening and darkening through the air^ 
But creatures of another sky ! 

To see gay maskers tread the floor^ 

When the heart's music is no more ; 

To be the ice upon the wave. 

While a hush'd current flows beneath^ 
\}iik, mournful^ powerless as the grave. 

Which only to itself may breathe 
Sounds that no more to earth belong— 
Such is their lot who live too long ! 

And they have liv'd too long, who find 
Their treasury of hope is spent^^ 

They gaze upon all humankind. 
Like letters on a monument 

Repeating to the vacant air. 

That dust and hoUowness are there. 
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THE CONVICT PRISON LAMP. 

LoNB, silent watcher of the curtain'd hour»> 
One lamp, one lamp, a streaming radiance pours - 
Waveless and constant-— through xnj wakeful night* 
Rise when I will, that lamp is burning bright ! 
Was it a beacon-light, I ask'd, that flame ? 
When stranger to the city first I came ;— 
Many a throng'd street I passed, perill'd by shade, - 
This high-hung star still gorgeously display'd ! 
The only one, of lights beneath the sky. 
Breaking the darkness of night's canopy ;— 
Sad beacon but top late ! it shines to tell 
Where stray'd and reckless wand'rers safely dwell ! 
Its gloomy precincts open en a shore 
Where wrecks are past, and ventures are no more ! 
With desp'rate daring many sought their doom— 
The light within was wanting*— but to some 
Ev'n this waste flame a guardian beam had sped. 
Earlier beheld, or more difiusely shed I 
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/ wake on pilloWd down^ but how wake they? 
I restless wish, they* dread the coming day--- ' 
I mourn my absent children<^— one is there 
Whose weeping babes her last carresses share^ 
Who once was beauteous, honoured, and serene— - 
Through what dark paths has that poor wand'rer 

been ! 
She lov'd, and was belov'd— O these few words ! ' ' 
What other text such various gloss affords ! 
I^e's best' and worst, our glory and despair. 
Poison and balm, are all included there ; 
And sad for her ! her love's young passion flower,*'^ 
Twin'd round far other than a garden bow'r ! 
Ghiileless herself, she never dreamt that guile 
Could lurk beneath her lover's serpent smile j ' 
The fruit he offer'd with such eloquent breath, ' ' 
Twere guilt to think that it could bring her deitaki 
But not the first deceiver more betray'd," 
Not aC more sinless one I in Eden's shade : ^ 

O ! if the woman took that apple first> 
What thousands, thousands, have tlwough man beeli 

curst t . 
And she who trusted,' wedded, toil'd fcir one, ' 
Wh<$^^b«sely snar'd and left her^i— dies, alone ;. ' 
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Yet deaths— O joyfully would death be met, ' - ■ 
Could 6he in dying think him innocent yet 1 
And still her own hard doom were less to bear^ 
Than the destroyer's who has brought her there^- 
And as her babes her clasping arms infold, 
Press'd to a bosom that will soon be cold ! 
Ev'n while their helplessness the mother wrings. 
That he is safe^ a gleam of comfort brings :-*- 
A forger and a murd'rer ! he is gone-— 
And yqt the lesser crime must she atone; 
The greater—- no ! she cannot, will not, think— 
Cannot believe— thither lies frenas/s brink ! 

True, the vile mammon is a needful ill— 
But He who said to man, '^ thou shalt not kilU** 
Ne'er charter'd it His mandate to invade. 
And '' life for life" the sole exception made ! 
O, Britain 1 far too prodigal of life ! 
Let blood be shed for blood~let mortal strife 
Have mortal vengeance—but in pity look. 
And take thy lesson from the sacred book ; 
Nor let the Hindoo scorn, the moralist blame. 
This feudal fragment of thy hiilt'ry's shame, ' 
Staining the page where light and science shine, ^ 
With such foul tribute to th* inglorious mine» 
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Thou- poor forlorn one ! once a father's boalt-^ 
Deserted now by all ! bewilder'd^ lost : 
Thy yielding was the bending of a flow'r^ 
Before the north wind's too resistless pow'r I 
Thy fond confiding love^ tho' wrongly pla(i'd> 
Like lily near the night-shade, was all chaste ; 
And the wild daring that betray'd thee here> 
•The gen'roHS hope to shelter one more dear 1 
Thy love's excess was sinful — but the cloud 
Of woe and shame upon thee^.will not shroud 
From one compassioning eye^ thy equal claim 
With all sin-born, to trust His gracious name ; 
Many at His tribunal— many now. 
Proudly disdaining thee, to thee will bow 
When hearts lie open, and the specious deed 
For what is lacking there^ will vainly plead ! 
When justice minist'ring unblinded stands^ 
With scales self-poised^ not held by mortal hands ! 

Go, prisoner releas'd ! thy chains are o'er. 
Thy trusting helplessness shall err no more ! 
Go, cast thy care, thy feeble ones, on One 
Mighty to save ; — they are not lefl alone ! 
For thee the bitterness of death is past. 
One struggle more, and thou art safe at last :~ 
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Bat O, that struggle ! hide it from my view- 
Woman and young, and fair ! what cup for you 
Alas ! alas 1 yon lamp now burning bright^ 
Shall still gleam on thro' many a starless night 
When she is gone;— and firom' the living woe. 
The desperate breasts and darken'd minds belo^ 
Murm'ring and struggling in their prison gloom 
Shall draw sad thoughts to her more pitiless do< 
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TO MR W— — W , 

Who had made the Author some ezeeUent Pens. 

In early days> ere pen and ink were known. 
When reeds and leaves— of trees, not books, alone 
Preserved the sage's thought, the poet's dream. 
One little hour from time's oblivious stream ; 
'Twas then no metaphor that fame might Jade, 
And build on reeds his hope, a wit by trade ; 
But now, no angry skies the muse can blight. 
All who have hands and pens, may safely write ; 
And all, the golden privilege employ. 
From threescore Sappho, to her grandson boy ; 
No need of toil to gain fame's high abode, 
Parnassian steeps have now a turnpike road. 

Blessings on him, great chemist of the brain ! 
Whose labours first effused the sable stain, 
(Brighter than Iris with her hundred dyes). 
Which streams of immortality supplies •' 
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Quill-bearing geese !— a blessing on your fens^ 
Rearing unconscious^ earth's best harvest — pens ! 
Ceres but nourishes man's grosser part> 
Ye ''raise the genius and improve the heart"* 
Sheffield and Birmingham ! — how great your praise ! 
Yours are the arms that prune and dress our bays ! 
Yours the Promethean spark that wakes to life ! 
For what were geese or quills without a knife ? t 
Ye pillars of the realm I great in Trade's Hall ! 
Ye ragmen— paper-makers— bless ye all J 
One mighty artist yet remains unsung^ 
But not forgot — for him the lyre was strung : 
Vain were the ragman's travels through the land^ 
Vain the prompt neatness of the coucher*s hand^{ 
Vain the immortal '' liquor much in use,"]! 
Fumes of the brain — thrice gifted to produce ; 
Vain all the polish of the Sheffield train> 



* Prologue to Addison's Cato. 

t '>How can he cut it without e'er a knife ?"— n<Z( Tqmm 

Tucker. 

t Coucher — a cUss of artists eirployed in paper«making, who 
department Kqaires neatnest and eipeditfen. 

II •« Liquor miich itt iiw**<-»aUiidiiig to a wdUcnown xiAA** 
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Ihren^ Seraswati,* thy goose quills were vain. 
Without that " last, best/' unnam'd artist's aid :t 
Quills are not pens, unless the pens be made !{ 
Yet some there are whose muae small suit requires^ 
Nor Sheffield bellows much could mend their fires ;-^ 
Great ''independents on another's toil,"|| 
Some make their own, whose works no pens can 

spoil ; 
For if a lagging thought perplex the brain^ 
They seize the knife, and ^* cut and come again :$ 
But some, like me, can neither make nor mend ;— ^ 
What wonder then, their worics are badly penn'd ! 
Oh, the dire pang, when '^ thoughts that breathe** 

arrive,ir 
With broken-winded, pointless pens to strive ! 



* «« Seraswati^s Goose.**— In the Hindoo Mythology, Seraswati, 
llie wife of Brama, is commonlj delineated riding upon a gooie. 
Tile Goote ii also the Hindoo emblem of wisdom. 

i* M O fairest of creation, last and best !** — MUion. 

t «« Fleas are not lobsters." — P. Pindar — not tho Greek PMat, 
' H ^ Great independents on to-morrow's toiL** — Foim^r* 

§ «< Cut and come agp\n,**^Somef)0(ip of MerchmU Tajfhr*^ 
8dmoP0 Birih-dop Ode to hit Maria. 

^ ^ Tbmights that tMcatbe^ and words diat bum/'^mmGrap, 
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When '^ burning words/' may. bum themselves to 

death. 
Ere pens are found to catch the failing breath 1 
William ! thy pens have eloquence so fleet. 
So well thou'st plum'd her wing and shod her feet. 
Henceforth, my muse's Crispin thou shalt be ;* - 
Thy pens' first flight I dedicate to thee ! 
Priest of Lucina ! — ^Esculapius' son It 
Whose dawn of fame is hardly yet begun. 
Be this an augury of future worth ! 
Numbers to thee already owe their birth : 
To thee I owe my pen,, and hence 'tis plain 
Thou hast at will Apollo's empire's twain ; 
As o'er the muse presiding, may I see 
Each mde split point in physic, smooth'd by thee I 
So shalt thou live, immortal as my lays. 
And numbers yet unborn attune thy praise. 



* This sptdmen of the mixed metaphor may be defended bj bet« 
ter argomeiiti than anj the Author has at present leimre for. In 
a future edition, it will be shewn to hare proceeded from a porer 
aouice than the artful flatterj implied in the latter title of office ••- 
dgned the gentleman addressed ; for, though Crispin was a Welsh 
king's son, as well as a shoemaker, &&, Ac., &c 

t Here ought to coma in as much Latin and Gieek rt&rfiiee as 
the psge will permit— illnstratife of the young geatlemin's ? arioas 
piofesiioDal functions. 
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KISHEN EOWER. 

A FRAGMENT. 

See Sir J. Malcolm's " Central India.** 

Oh ! Kishen Kow'r ! fair Kishen Kow'r ! 
What fatal beauty was your dower ! 
Through woe and crime's dark cloudy you seem 
The angel of some heavenly dream 
Dawning like morning light, and gone !-— 
That breaks young hearts to think upon ! 

Had peaceful nature closM those eyied 

Whose light was like the gay gazelle, — 
And round a couch of regal state, 

H3rmnihg your virgin obsequies. 
Had high-born maidens sooth'd your fate 

Whom they had lov'd and serv'd so well ! 
Like other fair forgotten things 

Wtien time a tiew succession brings. 
Your iiiem'ry, peerless as you were ! 

A common, transient date might share :— 

K 
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The fairest face^ the brightest hour. 

The sweetest rose is soon forgot—- 
Bat oh I to see that Bweetest fbw'r 

Tom rudely from the sheltering stem. 
That fairest face, from regal bow'r 
From an awaiting diadem— 
Whom lovers worshipp'd^ nations fought for, laid 
In death's cold arms, by kindred hands betray'd. 

Gives to immortal pity her sad lot. 
And transient hour, whose beauty dug the grave 
By thousands wept I but none stept forth to save! 

" And is she gone ?" the frantic city cries, 

" Our pearl of Paradise ! our star of love V 
A pause, a lengthened wail of woe replies— 

Too late ! too late I there was no hand to move. 
No tongue to plead, erewhile—- and she is gone I— - 

'' My child ! my child l—oh harder hearts tluin 
stone- 
Light of my life ! my beautiful— .farewell r 

'Twas but an instant, and a feeble moon 
Wrung from a breaking heart*— the mcyther feU 



Ill 



And died — on that same bier where lay her Uoom- 

ing pride.— 
Bat whose the hoary head and hurried stride^ 

Wild eye^ and port erects that threaten war 
On dastard policy ? — nor will he spare 

The wretched father in his sad Durbar,*— 
Bat bursting on his woe — demands to share 

The hour, or to avenge it ! ''Is she gone ?* 

Stern Sugwan cries — " Forbear, forbear !" 
With soften'd tones the crafty Adjeit said — 

** The hour is past, the storm is overblown-— 
l^ptre them a sorrowing father — lowly laid 

By fierce Bhavani'sf too severe decree!''— 
'' Then villain, then, Bhavani's curse on thee ! 

Thou serpent counslor of a ruthless crime 
Blotting thy tribe and country 1 may thy childless 

head 
Go to the grave of the unhonor'd dead — 

Thy name be swept from time !** — 
** For thee— for thee — ^what speech have I for thee. 

My Prince,— O &ther ! matchlessly bereft ! 

* Han of andieace. f The Goddeu of Dettroctioii. 
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But thou hast rent my bond of fealty,— 

» 

And here the arms that ray forefathers \e(t. 
And I have worn and wielded in thy cause, 

I render back 1 there lies my useless shield ! 
For thee no more this hand the Talwar draws — 

Nor will I meet thee in the hostile field^- 
But never could I serve with former pride. 

The weak, the abject — though they sorely tried!** 

Then, like the angry North gath'ring his clouds> 
But leaving awe and silence, — he withdrew !— 

That thunder smote — ^that curse returned not void, — 
The last of Adjeit's race already vengeance 

shrouds 
And he now mourns— as one still mourns for you. 
Who, though his lips shar'd not the fatal bowl. 
Nor gave the word — hath drugg'd his coward soul. 
And sad existence, to its latest hour 

With thy permitted doom,— fair, martyr'd Kishen 
Kow'r I 
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SONG. 

10 AH XTALIAH AlB. 

Ah^ faded is that krvely bloom ! 

And clos'd in death that speaking eye ! 
And buried in a green grass tomb^ 

What once breath'd life and harmony. 
Surely the sky is all too dark ! 

And chilly blows the summer air ; 
And^ Where's thy song now^ sprightly lark ? 

That us'd to wake my slumb'ring fair. 

Ah^ never shalt thou wake her more ! 

And thou bright sun ! shalt ne'er again> 
On inland mead^ or sea-girt shore, 

Salute the darling of the plain. 
Maiden ! they bade me o'er thy fate 

Numbers and strains mellifluous swell— ^ 
They knew the love I bore thee great — 

They knew not what I ne'er can tell ! 
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The unstrung heart to others leaves 
The music of a feebler woe ; ' 

Her numbers are the sighs she heaves^ 
Her off'ring, tears that ever flow. 

Where could I gather fancies now ? 

They're with'ring on thy lowly tomb— 
My summer was thy cheek and brow^ 
And perish*d is that lovely bloom. 
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A FUNERAL PASSING OVER NEWLY FALLEN 

SNOW. 



As o'er the bleak untrodden snowy plain^ 
Wind^ slow and dark^ the downcast funeral train ; 
And love's wreck'd hopes> and friendship's sorrow- 
ing tear^ 
Blend with the sadness of the buried year. 

Think not^ the silent dead shidl colder lie. 
For these white snows— for yonder frowning sky ! 
Nor shudd'ring view the lorn survivor's state. 
In the stripp'd landscape wide and desolate. 

But rather say — so nature's treasures rest 
Beneath the shelter of a snowy vest ! 
80, hid thro' wintry liours, from steril skies. 
Sleep the soft germs whence future springs shall 
rise i 
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TO 

*' Pa ntvtr mtnj wbta I hear awMt muiic !" 

O THBOw that mournful lyre away^ 
Or tune it to some spri^tlier strain ! 

Why sing of woe while life is gay. 
The time will come thoa needTst not feign ! 

They laagh at love who neTer knew 
Love's malice^ but his keenest dart 

Is but delay'd with aim mcnre tnie^ 
To pierce the unbelieving heart. 

And they who dim the sunny hoazs> 
Of youth's sweet prime with fancy's tears^ 

Shall doubly feel when foctmie lowr»*^ 
The polish'd channd. sootiest wean !: 

Why is it that the youig alone. 
The gay, the blest, should still prefer 

The plaintive muse, whose murmuring tone 
Seems but to mock the worshipper ? 
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Why doth the bird of sweetest note 
The saddest sing^ and hide from day 

The homage of his love-tun'd throat. 
In nature's loneliest haunts to pay ? 

Tis so— it ever hath been so— 

Throughout all nature there's a voice^ 
But not of earth — still whispering *' woe. 
When scenes and seasons cry '^rejoice ! 

The brightest, finest, youngest sense. 
The tenderest soul, feels most the stain 

That darken* d Paradise — and hence 
The sadness of th' minstrel strain. 

In music there's a mystery 

That reason's voice would vainly clear. 
An echo of lost history. 

Which thoughtful bosoms thrill to hear. 

'Twixt soul and sense, the only pure 
Remaining link since Adam's fall. 

Is heavenly music ! left to lure 
Souls back to their original. 
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Reprove not^ then, the mottrnful Ijre ! 

For sadness ever must attend 
The struggle of diviner fire. 

Which would, but cannot all, ascend. 



^ 
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LINES 
Sent to a young lady, with a bunch of lilies of the ralley. 

Of flowers whose fragrance freights the vernal gale. 
Whose colours blend on Flora's banners fair. 

What scent, what form, sweet lily of the vale ! 
Can to the eye of taste with thine compare ? 

Bat I will bear thee from that lowly bed. 
Where 'mid involving shades thy blossoms rise, 

(Gems of the mom !) and round Aurelia's head 
Shall twine thy wreaths in grateful sacrifice ; 

For '^modest flowers befit a modest maid," 

And never yet was purity divine 
In truer, fairer, characters pourtray'd. 

Than dwell, Aurelia, on that brow of thine ! 



r 
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POBMS. 



WRITTEN ANONYMOUSLY IN A LADY'S SCRAP- 

BOOK. 



Fa'ib scrap-collectors> 'tis confest^ 
Think each her own selection best, 

(Resembling other sages ;) 
And I've been told he will not err. 
Who seeks a lady's character. 

Within her Album's pages. 

Both these positions puzzle me — 
For if in order or degree. 

These gather'd treasures vary ; 
Too favorite topics run through all- 
Seems then to me the difference small. 

The test^ a notion airy. 

Love, love, and laughter, are that twain ! 
And which rules most ? is all you'll gain 

Where'er you lay your hand on 
A lady's scrap-book, to explore,-— 
Th' esprit of jest books, or the lore 

Of Byron, Moore, and Landon ? 



1 
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LINES ON REVISITING 



SBBVIOU8LT TO AXMOVINO TO A DISTANT HOME. 

O TV scenes of my jrouth, so responsiTeiy gay 
fire the bloom of my foosom had vanish'd away ! 
Its shadows are on ye, and dim is the view 
Of the sorrowful gazer who bids you adieu. 

And yet, thou lov'd grot ! thou hast echoed my song. 

When, the down-pinion'd moments flew swiftly 

•long; 

And fragrant and fresh was thy green bending shade 

When blithe as the spring-bird these valleys I stray 'd; 

• * 

Still blooming and smiling the landscape remains. 
And itill yonder Oak its friend ivy retains ; 
But those whom I lov'd are all serer'd from me ! 
And nature 1 thy beauties tiagladden'd I see. 
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Oj why dost thou chaunt forth thy joy-breathing lay f 
Be hush'd, sprightly songster ! Ah flit thee away! 
Thou remind'st me how once I with rapture <^d 

hear. 
Now rapture is strange to the careJuiunt^ ear ! 

But what are those sounds that draw tears from mine 

eye. 
And thrill through my bosom I cannot tell why ? '^ 
The pipe of the shepherd who wends o'er the hill^^ 
It touches a heart'-chord-««^fond mem'ry be still ! . 

Lone minstrel! what visions spring up with thy 

strain. 
Bringing back the departed in beauty again f 
A lov'd one was here when I heard thee before*— 
She is gone— she is gone-<-*8he can hear thee no more I 

She [prais'd thy rude skill, and her sweet sunny 

innile^ 
Her spring-tinted fimcy, her heart without guile, , 
The jcharm to all nature her presence could gLye-mm 
They are th;rpnging ground me«-4hT touch bids them 

live! 
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See the sun sets in splendour, but ling'ringly strews 
On the sky, on the river, his richest of hues I 
So the rose and the violet, kind in decay. 
Leave their fragrance when beauty has withered 
away. 

And mem'ry, thou perfume of happiness flown 1 
Thou sun-tinted cloud when the day-star is gone ! 
Thou still hast a eharm the lorn bosom that cheers, 
Acbatm that we court, dioogh we bathe it idtb 
tears. 



< • 
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SONNET. 

TRANSLATED FROM BOILEAU. 
Written by the poet at the age of eiscteen. 

Amid the jo^s that faithful lovers prove 
, Youth's smiling hours near Iris gaily flow'd*-* 
Iris my love — whom I must ever love ! ^. ^ 
Like me with ardent^ artless passion glow'd^ 
When lo ! disease^ by fate relentless arm'd^ 
Broke the fair current of affections pure^ 
Snatch'd from me all that had my bosom charmed. 
And left an anguish time can never cure* 
How the rude blow o'erwhelmed my trusting heart I 
Vain tears, like floods, wave after wave, ye pass'd ! 
Reflection sharpened still the cruel smart. 
Each springing thought was bitterer than the last ; 
Iris my love ! thou haf^ier wert than me — 
Thou didst but die — I live^ bereft of thee ! 
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SONNET. 
To 

O^ GENTLE shade ! from earth too quickly pass'd ! 

Ere yet my sun, who wateh'd thy dawning lights 

Declining to the ocean sinks in night. 

And I, who would have lov'd thee to my last 

Of ebbing life, and pillow'd on thy breast. 

Had less reluctant languish'd in decay. 

Am doom'd through clouded hours to weep my 

way«— 
Where art thou now ? O whither art thou gone ? 
Friend ! sister t soother of each vexing care 
Which on life's journey now I bear alone ! 
If thou canst listen to my anguished prayer. 
Come once again and tell me thou art blest. 
Ere wildering grief shedding twice night on me,. 
I miss the fbllbwltig way, vainly lamenting thee i 



i 
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A PART OP THE DITHYRAMBIC OF DELILLE 

"SuT rimmortalitie dTame." 

Whxncb comes this fever that consumes my breast } 

In vain from study to repose I fly I 
Vary with action^ leisure— still opprest 

My clouded hours in weariness pass by^ 
And roving thought can find no place of rest^ 

Come^ then^ in pleasure's bowl 
Dissolve thee, cheerless soul ! 
Wreath me with flow'rs> and hither bring the lyre. 
Beauty, and Wit, and Grace, 
Far hence my sorrows chase ! 
Let odours soothe the sense, and sprightly fancies fire ! 
Alas ! alas ! already droop the flow'rs^ 

The odours perish, beauty's rose grows pale ! 

The sprightly lyre, and hand that tun'd it, fail. 
And sadness rules again the murmuring hours. 



111 seek the battle field ! 

Hap'ly may glory yield 
A spirit-stirring vict'ry o'er my car&— 

March^ march^ the trumpets soand ! 

Wild thunders roll around> 
The chargers neigh^ war's light'nings cleave the air ; 

Victor and ranquish'd^s cries. 

To ruthless Mars arise. 
And weltering on the earth her children slain. 
Crave in dumb ghastliness their dust again ; 
Pierc'd with the sight my shudd'ring bosom quaOt, 
And pity's throb o'er glory's shout prevails. 

Ambition's trophied march, and regal air. 
Invite me next her tow^Kng paths to climb-— 

I follow at her call— earth's sceptre bear. 
And reign triumphant o'er the things of time ; 

The shore, the wave, are subject to my will, — 

Myself, myself, a prison*d captive still. 

From restless wishes springing up to die. 
From hopes thus baffl'd, rise 

My soul ! and try 
A loftier flight- 
Nothing beneath the sky 
Can minister delight 
To him whose quenchless thirst is immot\;e^iV3 ^- 
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The dying sage, leaning on destiny, ^ 

Hears in that hour a voice« believ'd of God, 
''What if th' eternity I trod 

Silent and sole ere thou began to be 
Lie hid — ^th' eternity to come is waiting thee." 

Vague and profane! the babbling words recal I 

Eternity divides not— it is one. 
One with thyself, and He who governs all. 
Author and essence, made it all thine own 
Thy past and future in one vision wrought. 
Were ever present to his mighty thoughti 

Then fix in thine thy high. 

Imperial destiny. 
And tarnish not this origin sublime--v 

How fades an earthly dome. 

Before a heavenly home ! 

What are the toys of time, 
And their fond, covetors — ^the vain 
Wreathing the shrines the ignorant uprear,— - 
The sceptre and the crown, 



•» 
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Ambition clamours for and holds so dear ? — 
The toilings of the ant-hill for a grain ! 
To him whose hopes look down 
On these frail shows^ from an immortal sphere ! 
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A TRAIT OF ALBUERA. 

When Victor3r*8 ciieerings die away> 

And Passion's tide has left the field 
Where banners triumph'd ; — sad survey 
Doth that hush'd charnel yield ! 
Yet there will Valour to the last 
Watch her unburied sons^ till ey'ry throb be past;». 

On Albuera'fi war-swept plain, 

A soldier, dying — but resign'd. 
Lay gazing on three hostile slain, — 
Their limbs with his still twin'd 

As in late conflict — eyes still fix'd 
On him, with direful looks* — ^hatred and anguish 
mix'd. 

Last looks where baleful passions low'r ! 

How could the dying brook their glare ? 
But glory fann'd hi» des'late hour. 

For " three for one" lay there I 
And he had wak'd to life again. 
To gaze with ruth and triumph on his ghastly slain. 
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** Ho ! bear him up ! life still is here ! 
Loosen his corslet^ bathe his brow V* 
^' Too late, too late ! cease^ comrades dear ! 

Death has the vicf ry now ! 
See there I could single arm do more ? 
Make no lament for me— for one— for one— of fout. 

'' But say, how went the battle ?- *• Won !" 

That w(»rd drore back life's ebbing tidei^-te 
Unbound the clasp of death— he sprung 

Up high in air, and cry'd 
'' England and Victory for ever !" 
And then went forth his soul with one brief part- 
ing quiver. 
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Hush I hueh I pro&ne that name no more ! 

It needs not Fancy's flowery art — 
Thy ev'ry word drops molten ore 

Upon an unhealed writhing heart : 

Thine eyes «re wet^<^mine are not so-^ 
Thy tongue is fluent*— mine is mute-*^ 

Spent fountains have no streams to shew. 
And silent is the broken lute. 

Paint not to me the arrow's power 
That's buried in my bosom yet ! 

Need I be told how dark the hour 
When my life's sun for ever set ? 

Away, away ! let others see 

How thou canst make pass'd sorrows last. 
By gushings of vain memory — 

From me thai sorrow never pass'd. 
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THE DOVE. 

That young white spirit^ who so lately fled 
To happier realms — whose memory hovers here^ 

And ever will — my lonely musings fed, 
When unforeseen ! the church-yard path Was near. 

I followed— ^passion led — ^for there she lay^ 
The all that could be mortal of my child ! 

Turf and fresh flow'rs her covering — ^need I say 
My steps grew feebler«—thought, more sadly wild ? 

Yet 'twas a scene which Nature's lovers might 
Desire to die in~blessed spirits chuse 

To seek again in, and prepare for flight 
Their earthly garment, 'mid earth's heavenliest 
hues. 

Pure as my darling's life a stream flow'd by, 
Of sunny current, and melodious sound ; 

And birds as joyous, of like melody. 
Were playing with Spring's tresses all around; 

u 
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And lambs^ with looks like her's^ were stopping me. 

To wring my heart— and then^ away^ away ! 
O'er the green glebe^ where she was wont to be— 
The happy living things at distance play— 

" What are they all to me, these pageantries 
Of hill and dale, wild rock, and sunny stream ? 

Music to deafness ! Sorrow only sees — 
They all must perish, like the happy's dream." 

Was it not strange ! — a Dove, a white-winged Dcf^, 
Sole traveller of its khid, here pass'd me by. 

Turned and cooed round me, with soft tones like love 
Chiding despair, and then alighted nigh ; 

I moved — it 'companied in equal race- 
Now at my feet, and now on transient wing; 

With out-stretched hand I try to seize, or chace 
The strange companion, inly wondering 

Whence, and why came it ?— How it thrill'd my 
breast 
With most unsteady thoughts— yet sweet they 
were t 
To see this emblem of my lost one rest 
Upon her grave at lengthy and wait me there. 
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And as I stoop'd to clasp the gentle bird^ 
Who seem'd my own^ by some mysterious tie, 

Jost once again, her cooing tones I heard. 
And then she shot into the distant sky. 



I state but simple facts — ^yet who will blame. 
If fancy linger o'er them — ^might it be 

That happy souls, permitted, ever came 
To soothe the mourner— her's was there with me ! 



> 
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THE ANCIENT SPINSTER-BEAUTY ; 

A POBTBAIT. 

Not Mitt — -^, nor Mitt , but one of a numerous JbmUify 

whom every body knowt» 

FABT I. 

Whbn I was young, and passing fair. 
The men in crowds came flocking round me ; 

Each with polite, disowning air. 

Some patent grace or merit found me. 

My mother bade me not be vain. 
Said, beauty was a fleeting treasure ; 

And sense and goodness were the twain 
In which alone the wise took pleasure ! 

But old, and young, and wise, alike 

Seem'd with my slender stock contented ; 

How could such saws conviction strike. 
To which no mortal act assented ? 
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I saw poor homely merit grope 

Her way to coach or chair unaided^ 
And prosy prudence lonely mope^ 

Where beauty with her train paraded. 

I heard papas their daughters chide 

For vanity, and dress, and flirting. 
Who quite good-humoured by my side. 

Thought all / did and said diverting. 

I found that rosy nonsense charm'd. 
Where wrinkled wisdom oft was slighted ; 

Sage critics by a smile disarm'd ; 
Divines^ with sparkling eyes delighted. 

Whene'er the merits were review'd. 
Of nymph new-launched in town or city. 

The question was not. Is she good ? 
But, Tell me, tell me, is she pretty ! 

Mammas who met in social chat. 
Would sometimes tire, discussing duty. 

Decorum, virtue, and all that-« 
Had still a friendly word for beauty : 
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What noses, lips, and cheeks, and eyes. 
And form, and grace, I oft heard ponder'd ! 

And then-— for graver thoughts would rise— - 
At folly and conceit they wonder'd 1 

I wonder'd too— for, preach who may! 

Youth reasons from effects, not causes ; 
I pleas'd, was always right, then say. 

Could / distrust the world's applauses ? 

Girls without charms, who strove to please,. 

Who wore the fashions beauty sported. 
Those were the vain, the foolish these. 

And I« the wise— for I was courted t 

And 'twas no vanity to lend 

A meek assent when others prais'd me ; 
'T had been presumption to contend. 

And pride, to spurn the throne they rais'd me. 

But O, when fifteen years were flown, 

I found my empire had departed. 
For wrinkles came, and youth was gone. 

And lieges, courtiers, all deserted ! 
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Well ! let them go> who beauty prize ! 

A gaudy flower, not worth preserving I 
I still may charin the good and wise^ 

And be of lasting fame deserving^ 

I trimm'd the lamp, I turn'd the page, 

I woo'd each muse of hill or grotto ; 
Track'd science through each modish stage,. 

For hope to please was still my motto^ 

And when the wretched sought my door, 

(For charity was now in ^hion). 
With chemistry I drugg'd the poor. 

And patronised the nymph Compassion. 

Schools I endow'd, cot-gardens plann'd. 
To make contentment more contented ; 

Shook knowledge o'er the clod-pole land> 
And pauper luxuries invented. 

I lov'd the poor in days of yore. 

And some lov'd me, and prais'd my beauty ; 
But now, I must bring something more 

Than smiles or alms to win their duty ! 
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And was this all-— was love of fame 
The only motive tliat could move me P 

Papas^ mammas, share ye the blame ! 
Nor, beauty-worshippers ! reprove me ! 

The visions of my infant head> 
Like daisies in the sun delighting, 

Look'd all to heaven from their green bed^ 
Ere yet disclos'd to flattery's blighting ; 

I had no doubts I had no thought. 
But goodness was life's only pleasure ; 

Kind deeds the daily work she wrought. 
And piety her hoarded treasure ! 

Why fled those dreams of happier hour ? 

Why was the work I lov'd deserted ! 
A root was wanting—and the flower 

Sufficed to please the hollow-hearted ! 

END OF PAST FIAST. 
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VRITTEN IN N H ^'s SCRAP BOOI. 

Here's a blank comer— shall I fill it ? 

The pen lies temptingly at hand ! 
I scarcely can be said to will it^ 

And yet— one wave of Fancy's wand. 
One random impulse has begun 
What may endure while Time shall run. — 

Nay, think not that I mean to claim 

Vain honours many live to rue ! 
Far other thought than poet's fame. 

My casual offering brings to view»- 
Yes ! every word on pap^r thrown 
Is for the world's last harvest sown, 

A seed of good or ill to all 

Whose eye may chance to take it in— 
The veriest folly that may fall 

From aimless scribbler, shall begin, 
A stream of causes ne'er to end 
Till mortal with immortal blend ! 



1^ 
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Ponder this, idlers ! who employ 
As impulse urges, pen or tongue — 

O gladly many would destroy 
All that they ever said or sung. 

To be as pure from blame and blot 

As was this paper ere I wrote. 



^ 
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THE LOST CHILD. 

A SCOTTISH INCIDENT. 

Wee Nannie wandered on the moor^ 

Keeking at ferlies a' the day. 
She pu'd the bonnie heather flow'r. 

And listen'd to the lav'rock's lay. 

And far, and farrer on she gaed, 

Wond'ring whar that wide field wad en' ! 
And out o' siglit she lang had stray'd. 

When hameward ca'd the workin' men. 

" Hech ! whar's the baimie ? Nannie, come ! 

lliou little mischief, whar's thou gane ?" 
They shouted loudly, ans'ring soun' 

Or sight o' Nannie gat they nane ! 

The shades o' night are faulding fast, 
Mirker and mirker ow'r the lea. 

And soughing raise the north'rin blast-— 
The puir wee baimie^ whar was she ? 
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They grap'd and hearken'd mony an honr^ 
Ow'r braken bush> on heathery plain^ 

Then hame they tum'd—- that bonnie flow'r ! 
Maun she be left to dee her lane ? 

And what a tale the mither heard ! 

What grewsome thoughts her bosom crost ! 
A life-time gather'd in the word> 

That tauld her first her bairn was lost. 

Before her pass the curls^ the mou. 
The simmer een> the minting tongue^ 

As mither birds the kite wad view 
Pu'ing the feathers frae their young ! 

And then the flyting thought cam neist^ 
*' What gar'd me let her gang wi' them I" 

It drave a sword intil her breast— 
O siccan a sword fu' mony ken ! 

The neist day raise wi' storm and stoure^ 
But out they gaed^ the neebours a'; 

They lippen'd^ hunting ow'r the moor^ 
nk grumlie seugb^ ilk whinny shaw^ 
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But aau nae speed-— ^' O low she liet. 
The bap o' death ie jon her noir ; 

And therer wm mne ta besr her cries. 
Or kise her besnie aoarble bvow." 

Anither day has come end gene. 

Bet still they're seeking— whs eaft iM 

The fleechhig hopec^ whar h<fpe is natie. 
That haig in parents^ hreisls* will dtieH< 

They daur na gie her ow'r — if deid, 
O horror ! maun she mool'er there ! 

" I'll range the warld, 'or I succeed I" 
The mither cries in wild despair. 

On Wodcnsday the bairn was tint ; 

On Saturday the lift was bright ; 
The grandsire leaves them a' behint — 

He stoiters— dizzy grows his sight. 

^' Whar was their een ? What is't I see !— 
Three days are by — she's stiff and cauld ! 

But there she's lying on the lea— 
O let me in my arms enfauld 

N 
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" My wee bit Oye ! my joy and pride !~ 
The flow'r is shed lang 'or it's noon ; 

And I^ the ¥rither'd bought maun bide — 
But He kens best—- His wall be doon ! 

'^ She's stirring— mercy ! am I wild ? — 
She's leiving !" joy cam far owr fleet ; — 

She lifted her blue e'en and smil'd^ 
Say'n, ''Daddy, what for div ye grieet ?" — 
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REFLECTIONS AT SEA. 

Th' experienc'd sailor long inur'd to danger^ 

Rides over Death, nor heeds hit stem array ; . 
Life's youthful voyager^ to fear a stranger. 
Through paths of equal peril journeys gay i 
But ah ! how often doth he turn astray. 
Following fair bubbles all around him curling,. 

Lur'd by the lustre of their foamy play- 
While the fix'd mariner, his sails unfurling. 
Bent on the port, pursues his destined way ! 

May I, who gaze upon this beauteous ocean. 
An early sorrower ! not coldly brave. 

Nor yet, as once, with fond and blind devotion. 
Of Hope's young treacheries, the willing slave-^ 
May I be thankful for the wreck I save ! 

And since I know how fatally alluring. 
May I ne'er tempt again the smiling wave. 

But with firm mind each passing change enduring. 
Look to a haven, that's beyond the grave ! 
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FRAGMENT. 

TO THE HEHOBY OF P. C. S. 

Yes 1 gwne — for ever gone ! 

But I will weave 
A wifeatbe from Mem'ry^ consecrate to thee ! 
Tho' seat and desarts vast^ and time sedate^ 
(Of pow'r to calm grief's tumults) roll bHween^ 
On Fancy's pinions by atfection borne, 
I'll seek the spot where thou art lowly laid. 
And sketch St out — O ! would I could to thee 
A deathless tablet raise — firm as my love ! 

She went to India's land, a blooming maid. 
With youth, and health, and pleasure in her trail 
Where famed Golconda rears her marble domes, 
(Vast trophies of the scythed conqu'ror's pow'r !) 
Death found the beauteous prey, and took his aio 
Th' insidious arrow reach'd her sinking heart. 
Mining that precious ore, unseen ; — her eye 
Shone bright ; and fairer, softer, grew the face« 
Was fair lind toft before ! 
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To woo the breeze 
That cools Ind't southern shores— to search fur )iea]lii 
(If health might yet be found) we jonrnied forth ; 
Twas death to stay» 'twas vaii^ oh Vain ! to go^— ' 
Ye, who have ever,, mingling pray'rs with tears^ 
Knelt by the bed of suff'ring innocence. 
And know the anguish of the hapelet* prcyer t'l^ 
Ye who have seen the destin'd lamb> trembling 
And bleating, yet unwitting of its doom. 
Fix on the gazer's &uce the upward eya 
Confiding— 

Ye w|io have seen, the summer vessel gay^ 
In view of land, with all her gallant. gear> 
Sun-tinted sails and streamers waving pride,. 
Sink to the deep profound, by fatal leak - 
Unseeo, gradual betray edr—0. pity me !. 

Twas dead of nigfat, and still, but t^e fdr moon- 
With li^ht serene shewed all the impressive scene^ 
When starting up from grief's first trance I woke. 
And sought the Tent, where pillbw'd on my arm^ 
Meek as the babe upon its mother'^ breast. 
Recent ishe breath'd her last, ^'Oone Ibokmore L 
Print one lastkiss upon that face belovfd. 
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Where deaths thoagh marbling tvery feature fair. 
Leaves such proplietic beauty ingering ttill V* 
i iHldly oriccU— when lo 1 a aolemn gight 
QiieU'4 lovdng thought, and fix'd an image thcrt^ ' 
Ne^^er to port i 

Just on th' horizon'6 verge 
A yUock rose, where two tall tamarinds 
Chequer'd the moonlight sky-^— beneath their sbadil 
A busy wojflL went on->-^>some made the grave> 
While others bore the bier; and o'er the ^gtoup 
Of mingled mourning friends^ and sable bandt 
Who plied their task unheeding,-^fell the rays 
Of glimmering torches with fuii^eal glar« ;, 
The planet she had lov'd, as if informed, 
Mov'd full in view, sailing through silvery ek>ttdSf 
And sheddiiig peacefulness ! the village gong 
Struck a deep tone of casual sympathy. 
It smote upon my heart, I hear it still ! 
And there they buried her— we journied on \ 

Bill oh ! that placid moon and snowy sky— « 
Beautiful symbols of celestial hope i 
Spok» *' better things" to soothe the mourner's hearts 
Than dreand* of pagan poesy e'er taught*-* 
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And now — 
The hasty rites forgiv'n — a sister's love> 
Though bleeding, could resign " dust to its dust," 
And, through the everlasting portals wing'd^ 
Pursue the white rob'd spirit on her way. 
Nor murmur more ! 
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LORELY ;. THE DAUGHTER OF THE RHINE. 

Faib Lorelyj^ on her rocky throne^ 

Watches the water-fowl at play ; 
She listens to the torrent's moan^ 
She laughs to see the huhbles blown>. 

The frothy foam-bells glide away 1 
She heed» not, she ! if gazing eyes 

Are fetter'd by herself alone*; 
She cares not^ she ! for lovers' sighs- 
She comes to view the earth and skies^ 

From her deep cavern home. 

She's drest in lobes of painted air^ 

A rainbow's o'er her head ; 
But O^ her brow and bosom fair^ 
More dazzling than the colours are^. 

In radiance round her spread ! 
That brow of young simplicity. 

Like Eden unbeguil'd ! 
That snowy bosom— Hieem to be 
Of primal truth wod purity. 

The symbols clear and mild. 
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Hark to her voice ! the aerial tones^ 

That dreaming slamb'rers hear^ 
When music moves the starry zones 

As morning traVels near. 
Give notices of heaven— not more 
Than her sweet song upon the shore ! 
Look at the sun-beams of her hair. 

Which she is scattering as m plaj 
O'er azure eyes ! the smile that's there. 

The artless smile ! that seems to say, . 

Love me ! I'm innocent as gay'-— 
0, rash adveiiturous youth, forbear ! 

Loosen your skiff before the wind ! 
Tempt rocks, or brave the tempest's wrath ! 

More dangerous are the spells that bind 
The loiterer in that syren's path. 
As sure, as meeting thunders rend. 

As sure as on a glassy sea 
Calm'd Prows to fond destruction tend*-* . 

So, Lorely, all who gaze on thee 
Are drawn to ruin— -tliou the while 
Still looking on with song and smile ! 

The oars are strain'd, the helm is turo*d — 
Too late ! too late ! their eyes have met ! 
Who ever eould that glance forget ? 




Seem'd there, no treacherous passion bonyd-^ 
'Twas the sweet calm, the sun just set 

On summer skies, yields and bestows 

The charm of heaven-like repose-^ 

With out-stretch'd arms the stripling stood. 
She, bending gracefully, look'd ^n— - 
The shafl has sped — the skiff is gone; 

He, whelm'd beneath the roaring flood— 
An instant more, and her soft moan 

And guardian arms are near him there ! 

The fishers saw h^r cleave the air .. 
As from her rocky height she fled 

With swan-like course-j^but where, .O where 
Is Hubert .^ o'er his.fated head . 

The tide has.clos'd— *and who. shall daiie> 

The tidings to his sire to bear ? . . 

" Did you not mark her cruel joy. 
Her flashing triumph when he fell ! 

O sorceress! thus with life to toy. 

Like froward child who strips the dell 

Of pretty buds, a moment's play. 

Then casts in wantonness away ! 

I'll instant hie to Stahlek's Tbwer> 
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Where he sits listenings all' in vain I 
Who never more in hall or bower^ 

Shall ^' sun his heart" on thee again. 
Fair boy ! — were death my sure reward^ 
The cry of vengeance should be heard." 

" Nay> say not so— was she to blame 

That Beauty's load-star drew him on ! 
Who chides the altar and the flame 

The self devoted dies upon ! 
The very winds that round her blow 

Are Loreley's worshippers-r-the trees. 
The flowers, more proudly grow 

Near her— 4he ^orious sun but seet 
In aU the realms: he jeumies o'er 

OneLorely— star ofRhinfelt's shure/' 



They stripp'd' her of the pligbting' ring; 

They brought him back to Stahlek's Tower ; 
His heart was in that coral bower. 
And fast his life was withering ! 
He sought her on the rocky shore. 

Beneath the sun> beneath the moon. 
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But her sweet song* hentd neirer more! 

And he died like ft Ro8e> at noonir 
Then came the Rhine'^s fair daughter forth*— 

She's loosen'd Gtcm her emt«l ymr ; - 

No angry sire molests her now^ 
She's free to roam the fields of earth : — 
What's liberty where light is not J— 

The sight of flowers' withocit perfittsei 
Abroad^ or in her spavry grot^ 

She beai*s about a d!«iAgeon's gloam: 
The light of her young life was gone I 

Wringing her hands near Habert'S' gw$e, . 
Fair Lorely wanders all aldiM^-^ ■ . 

She wanders like tier pm^iittt w»ve^ 
As cold^ as mourafnl^ and as pak^ t 

Her song Has eeas'd, her iftaile is ^- er>^ 

But they who visit Rhinfelt's shore 
May hear her mumlurs on die gale-— 

May see her oft at twilight hour 

Bending to kiss some dosiag ft»vi«tr. 
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m MEMORY OF fiMMA . 

At lengthy then^ at peace she is laid ;— 

The lonely and lovely is gone ! 
She blobm'd^ and she died in the shade^ 

A flower in a wilderness sown. 

In Fortune's gay gaudy parterre, 

Ho^ many a blossom is seen^ 
Coald never in sweetness compare 

With this RMediat'grelv^' wild oh the green 

Ah^rweetnens o(^ little avail- K— ' 

To perfume the sighs of a-few> 
To be wept^ and then pass like the gale« 

Was all^ my poorEminai fof you; 

No crowds with applauses e'er dwelt 
On her virtues, unheeded by fanie> 

Their influence, alas ! Was'unfelt, 
For her's iraa r firtfaerlessi' name. 
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She WAS fSvrm'd to be cherish'd and kMr'd— 
Who was it denied her her right I 

Their fondness she well might have prov'd^ 
Who hid her like shame from their $ight ! 

And her kind^ her affectionate hearty 
The bloom of her elegant mind. 

Her mannersj that charm'd without art. 
No fostering sunshine could find— 

^'Why/' oft would she weeping remark, 
<^ Was I hither all ahelterless thrown ! 

O, I am that desolate bark 
Thaf 8 on ocean's wide desert al^oe 1 

'^ Why, why was it giv'a me to know 

Aspirings I dare not confess. 
Affections forbidden to flow. 

Endearments I ne'er must possess ^ 

^^ My father ! bow cruel were you 
To give life, but to give it in vain ! 

My mother ! O, well dphqt you rue ! 
Who doubly hftTj^ wither'd ^ omej . 
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"Yet the wretdi your desertioii hadi madfe 
Still dotes on these titles supprest ! 

I should think all my sorrows repaid 
Could I strain ye Irat <mce to my breast 

" O once let me welcome the bliss 
Of a mother's affection-firaught eye ; 

Let me win but a father^s fond kiss^ 
And Emma contented should die !**— - 

How oft through the nest-plunder'd grove 
The plaints of sad parents have rung. 

But sadder the murmurs of loVe 
From die parent-deserted^ the young ! 

Thus mourning, her delicate frame 
Of the soul-wasting hectic partook. 

And long ere deatVs minister came 
You abight read his decree in her look. 

O cruel ! who knew of thy woe. 

Sweet shadow ! nor hastened to save ; 

One crime, and how many will flow !-«■ 
rn riiew them in silence thy grave : 







Thie only revepge worthy thee»' 
For all their unkiitdness decreed^ 

On thy, cold narrow haven shall ^be 
This faithful. inscription to;read:«-» 

" A hapless chjld^ bom of unhallowM love> 
Who pined to reach a parent's sheltering breast> 

Their living tenderness denied to prove> 

Turu'4 to .her mother earthy and/here foiind rest! 

" Of gnape and beauty> few of humankind 
Could such entire, and sweet enchantment boast; 

But of the priceless treasury of the mind. 

Ah, w^o cant^l what countless gems werelost I 

" To those who on, the world's unfriendly wild 
Threw thjs fair flower, of every prop ber^av'd. 

May Heaven (infirm that pardon which their chiTd^-i- 
Their. dyi()g (^l.d,-in lateist blessingB hreaitliM !** 
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LADY KNOCKLOFTY AND HER PARTY, 

DISCOrSBINO THE ABBBY OF MOTCULLBN^ 
From Lady Morgan's Novel, '• The CBrianB and the cyFlahertyB." 

With tender tints that vanish while they gaze. 
The mountain tops are ting'd, day fades away 

All lingeringly— as the fond lover stays 
To look his last, but must no longer stay ! 

No leaf is fann'd, ''nor bend the feathering reeds," 
Along the margin of the waveless lake ; 

Approaching night, clad in her pilgrim weeds,^ 
Their pathless wand'ring warns them to forsake ; 

Bat whither torn ? the baffled Guide in vain« 
Stands questioning memory — all is foreign here I 

When hark ! melodious sounds ! an organ strain^. 
And dioral voices, fill the listening ear ;,-«• * 
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Moycullen's Abbey rises through the shade, 

A wreck of ages past^ majestic stilly 
Though ^^grey, moss^over'd^ mould'ring and de 
cay'd :"— 

Surprise^ and almost awe^ their bosoms thrill. 

The fliekering 'twilight shewsrthe goithic dome^ - 
Belfry, and archway, richly sculptured o'er ;— 

And by its side, new-raised, a cloister'd home, 
Shelter'd the mission of a distant shore, 

Loyola's fair disciples — some, long driven 
From their green native isle, by factiDUS hate. 

Here gather'^d once again — their zeal is given 
Silent and secret, to its darken'd state ; 

And 'tis their vesper-music that proclaims 
Human inhabitants and shelter near I 

A light is gleaming through the tinted pones 
Of that high opel ; entering forms appear ; 

The curtain'd drapery, from the arching porch, 

'By reverent hands is gently drawn aside ; 

» t • • • 

Thcf hoary p^nt^r rears his streaming torch. 
And Worship- stiaittditf reveaTd to eyes of Mde. 
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In fair perspective^ solemnly arrayed^ 
Stands the high altar — ^minist'ring attends ^ 

An aged Priest^ upon whose shaven head^ 
The pillar'd taper-light serene descends; 

Above^ had Painting storied forth His love. 
Who bless'd the little children ; rang'd beneath^ 

With folded hands^ with lips that meekly move^ 
A living infant train responses breathe^ 

Mingling their murmurs with the chaunting band 
Of white-rob'd sisters^ who enclose the chair^ 

Where sits^ high-rais'd^ while all around her standi 
One, young, majestic^ and supremely fair ! 

Yet seem'd no votary in that heaven-vowed train. 
Of lowlier heart ; and when the anthem rose^ 

Her voice of melody improv'd the strain. 
And breathed a crowning spell upon its close. 

Now, who are the^, unbidden, that intrude 
With haughty forehead, and derisive air. 

Upon this scene and hour of holiest mood ? 
Oh, what a contrast to the meek ones there t 
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The dove and buttarfly^ die gentle ftfwn« 
And lawletft foredt^rang^ lea9 oppos'd i 

Seardi not theit bosoms^ leave that veU undrawn. 
Nor to pure eyes be their dark depths disdos'd. 
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TO THE BELOVED PARENTS ; 

ON THE DEATH OF AN INFANT OF THIBTBMT 

MONTHS. 



YiKLD to the sweet spring gale the violet's breath ! 
The stainless lily to its parent earth I 

there is sweeter^ surer hope in death— « 

An infant's death ! than ever crown'd a birth. 

1 briefly saw thee> cherub ! thou to me 
Wast but a thought — a figured element 

Of hopes and fears— *a bark put forth to sea^ 

Where many a strong one has been wrecic'd «nd 
rent ! 

I view thee now—safe haven'd ; thy young dawn 
A glorious day; never to change ! Thy bloom^ 

From chilling airs and treach'rous skies withdrawn. 
Bearing to heaven its first unmix'd perfume. 
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Not as the helpless babe^ the smiling hoy. 
The lofty manhood — ^filling with delight 

Thy sorrowing parents^ — dreaming in their joy 
Of future years for thee^ all clad in white ;— 

Such never came to mortal^ well ye ki^ow \ 

Then share my happier vision \ bless the Power> 

Withholding dubious good^ with certain woe,-- - 
That spar'd the fruit, and only cropt the flower. 

Turn from the panting breath« the shaded brow, , 
The marbled form — such wringing thoughts i(x^, 
bear ! 

That little life ye gave and mourn, is now 
A monarch's jewel, and a kingdonx's heix. 
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t-INES, 



On fMiingSlr JoBii lfaleolm*a Po«m •ntitled «« Persia.* whleh wm 
written in that country, and in which hia parent! aa4 hia naUve 
Tile are totiehlngly commemorated. 



SwBBT'Esk ! thou art no more that hermit stream. 
Through voiceless solitudes that wont to stray— 
From Persia's distant land, a genume ray 

Of sacred fire bids all thy vallies gleam ; 

But, 'twas no Guebre pilgrim that convey'd 
The holy treasure from fam'd Yezid's dome ; 
Thy filial poet's votive shrine was home, 

His censer, memory of his native glade ! 

And that pure flame which now with light beni^ , 
Returning, bids thy waters proudly run. 
Which travelliBg, brighten'd, fed by Hafiie' sun. 
That poetTs fire, sweet Esk ! is justly thine* 



Thy mountain summits taught his soul to climb. 
Thy wild bee's murmur never lefl his ear ~, 
Whatever heights he trod, to him more dear. 

Were truth and nature in their haunts sublime. 

The court, the camp, the senate, wreath'd his brow. 
But in his bosom lay a secret spell^ 
Linking him ever with that kindred dell. 

Where pledg'd to nature> was his vernal vow. 

The mountam air is purer than the scent 
Of Attarghul — pebbles in boyhood's broo|k« 
Brighter than gems ; affection's trusted look. 

Dearer than prince's smiles, to young content ; 

And what were laurels to the happy lieart. 
Hunting the hazel-clusters on thy braes ? 
Fame's trump to him who lov'd the linnet's lays ? 

No later pageants could a charm impart . 

To dim the brightness of those sunny hours> 
When Hope and Fancy \n his native vale. 
Like breezy Spring, whisper'd their nursing tale 

To budding Honor, in sequester'd bow'rs. 
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Oh^ had they liv'd whom he has honor'd most !-^ 
One^ like the Patriarch, bless'd him ere she wHkt, 
Then clos'd her aged eyes in fond content- 
Bat all his country shares their Patriarch boasts 

And hearts are chister'd round him, mailed power. 
And jewell'd diadems, had failed to buy ;«- 
Oenius has lovely light— when set on high. 

The star of stars, * in glory's zenith hour ! 

Bat kind affections are the warming sun. 
That draws up incense from the hidden cells 
Of holy nature-^wave thy heather bells. 

And flow in pride— thy glory is begun. 



Sweet wand'ring Esk ! thy wanderer brings thee home 
A heart unchanged — ^the gems upon his Test, 
And plumed honor on his lofty crest. 

May draw the gazer's eye, akid ^Well the tome 

Of future history— 'tis reserv'd for thee 
To emblem best, and mingle with time's tide. 
The dearer virtues of thy* valley's pride-^ 

The pure^ the picturesque, the kind, the free ! 
A. D. 1815. 
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SONG. 
'* fire itei thy Buaftj.'* 

£kb o'er tiiy mem'ry^ now «o dear ! 

Time's drilling wmg shall para its shade. 
Oh ! let me with a grief sincere^ 

Bedew the qsot where thou art laid ! 

Oh ! that the dews of fervent woe. 
Like those of Spring could life restore ! 

Vain wish ! vain tears ! which idly flow 
For Aer whose sorrows all are o*er. 

Yes, shade belov'd ! themurmurer s tone. 
Reason declares unkind to thee ; 

I'll weep no more that thou art gone. 
But consecrate thy memory ! 

Yet oh ! where find tii' inspired atram. 
Unjust to tliee that would not prove ? 

Thou wevt not all tliat ^ poeiUjeig*,'* 
But thou wert all that poets love. 
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A SUMMEB SUNDAY. 

How sweetly shines this Sabbath mom ! 

What healing to the soul it brings ! 
No sounds upon the air are bonie> 

Save gentle nature's whisperings. 

The swallow skimming o'er the green^ 
The loosen'd cattle loif ring round. 

The hjHOining grove, the pilgrim strean^ 
Alone disturb the calm profoimd:*— 

O'er the high vault of stainless blue. 
Light snowy fleeces float serene. 

Like hov'ring spirits, pleased to view 
The stillness of the Sabbath scene ! 

Laboiur, retir'd in cottage nook^ 
Withdraws to solemn thought awhile^ 

And leans him on the sacred Book, 
That strengthens for his weekly toil — 
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Even wanton leisure^ burden'd oft 
'Mid toys and trifles which to chuse ! 

Receives with thanks the summons soft^ 
On higher^ holier themes to muse ; 

But they who truly love the day^ 
Who call it* « Holy of the Lord/' 

" Delight'' and " Honorable/'— they 
Find joys none other can afford ; 

It seems the threshold of the sky ; 

It seems the place of shelter^ where 
The wearied, burden'd, may apply> 

Secure to find refreshment there. 

Tears that have flow'd 0*001 fraud or guile, — 
Thoughts rudely jarr'd, or sorely wrought,- 
The weekoday's cares, the week-day's toil. 

On Sunday's bosom are forgot. 

\ 

• iMiab, hm. 
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SONG. 

'^WHBRB WBNT HY STTSST AHBBIlIlf ?" 

loforibod to Mln C. B.« and a4«9t«d to a HiudooetanMair* irHli wordi 
written by T. Bayley, Es^., beginning 



" Sh€ never hlamed him, never I 
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Whbbb went my sweet Ameerin, 

When the angel's summons came ? 
Well I know she is not hearing. 

But I love to speak her name ! 
She knew that she was dyings 

For she falter'd, " Do not grieve. 
Mother dearest ! I am trying 

Moussul All to believe." 

False Imaum ! could the purest, 

Gkntlest^ meekest, of hjer kind. 
In the bowers to which thou lurest. 

Meet companions hope to find ! 
O forgive ! what am I saying ? 

Whither has my phrenzy led ? 
Through forbidden wilds I'm strayingj 

Only knowing— She is dead ! 
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She was my pride and treasure ! 

Youth and beauty crown'd her brow ; 
She was happy beyond measure-^ 

O is she happy now ? 
See, scattered round are lyings 

Gems that mock'd her brighter bloom ! 
Useless, worthless— nought replying 

But the silence of the tomb I 
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ON THE FEAR OF DEATH ; 
(fragments of an unfinished fosm.) 

CowA&Ds-have bravely died- — wheii worlda beheld^ 

Apd cheering Fame her banners wav'd iii air ; 
Revenge and ire have nature's pleadings quell'd^ 

And valiant moments have releas'd despair ; 

Ev n stripling Love^ the dimpled and the fair^ 
Hath press'd the mortal lancet to his breast^— 

And shiv'ring Penury willing tum'd to rest 
FVom life's dark augury of ceaseless care — 
Not bravely scorning deaths— -but weak^ by life op- 
press 

Lo ! bigot Mary bids the faggot blaze> 

And stedfast saints undaunted hail their doom ; 
For^ from the pyre shoot crowns of heavenly rays. 

And golden censers kindle sweet perfume. 

Ye glorious visions I hide the yawning tomb !— 
l%e tomb is hid f the strengthen'd martyr dies ! 

His soul, impregnate with immortal bloom. 
Triumphant seeks her summer in the skies. 
Nor heeds the scattered dust that prone in ruin lies 
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And what was life in sad Cornelia's view^ 
When^ (torn the deck, she saw her Pompey* 
slain? 
How did she blame the rash officious crew. 
Whose keel reverted bore her o'er the main, 
Neyer to view that mangl'd corse again I 
Oh ! Yather far with him she would have died. 
Who, press'd by fate, by faithless Mends be« 
tray'd. 
Fond, tho' forlorn, had call'd her to his side^— 
Perish the woman's name, who fear had tlien obey'd I 

Nor siligly Arria decks th' historic page,' 
To speak the triumphs of couraigeous love,— 

Nor Decitts, singly, breasts the battle's rage. 
To teU mankind how patriot passions move :— 
Ijet blazing Moscow, Talavera prove. 

How, mid the throes of fate the soul is stroi^i 
As sand and pebbles swept by Ocean's tide. 

Bears Passion's swell. Lift's scatter'd ties alot^. 
While o'er the surge prevails the buoyant bubbli 
Pride. 
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But oh ! when.ebbing life lies lone and low> 
When the clos'd chamber images the tomb>*— 

When all around is still, save gliding slow 
The stealthy nurse with brow of boding gloom^ 
Qr the fond friend^ who vainly would assume 

The smile of Hope^ mock'd by the starting tear-— 
What boots it then to be renown'd or great ! 

Heroes and slaves alike are vanquished here i 
All dread the curtain'd hour of solemn parleying 
fate; 

Here are no laurels— here no loud acclaim 
Drowning the ''still small voice/ the nat'ral 
fear,— 

Vain is the promise of a deathless name. 
Unreal breath ! to him whom death is near. 
In act deliberate, in aspect drear ;— 

Where, sad Ambition ! are your wonted fires ? 
A common debt, a common lot prevail,— 

NcMT valour, nor consent stern death requires. 
No terror can appease, nor flatt'ring vows avail ; 
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He, o'er whose lofty front the war-plumes wafd, 
Nodding defiance of the grkly king— « 

Thro' flood and fire who various fortcmes braved. 
And counted danger a contemptuous thing. 

To humbler service doth his brav'ry brix^;^ — 

« 

To war with common aches — ^to bow his pride 
To woman's rule, to bless the dexfrous hand 
Whose art may one oblivious hour provide-— 
Imperious now no more,-— he quails to her com^ 
mand; 

Here the vain beauty, and the modest maid. 

Forget alike, their conquests and their charms ;- 
Pevoted lover ! where's your proffer'd aid ? 
A mighty rival tears her firom your arms. 
Whom you, so oft, have voVd to shield from 
harms. 
And you, with all your love, can only weep !-* 
With the vow'd partner of your future hours ; 
Say, will you now your fond engagements keep ? 
She dies— <«nd you return to pleasure's roiy 
bow'rs ! 
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Betum nnwam'd^ thouii^ 70a beheld her die,-«- 

Saw the dread change^ the teiror and the 
tomb. 
And for a moment deem'd 'twere sweet to lie, 

EVn in the grave that did her charms idhmoie ! 

Nor yet;^ as vagnelyi to dispel the gloom 
Of transient mem'ry, cease, by fits, to paint 

Future re-unicm in some region bright,««- 
Some distant future-^^fkncy's ^\mxf feint. 
To baffle sober search, and reason's steady light ! 

Oh ! of all homan madness, 'tis most strange 
That man should still neglect his strongest 
needl 
Lavish his soul on tojrs of time and diange. 
Yet slight, finr transient pleasure's dubious 

meed. 
The only certainty to man de<a-eed ! 
Hfl^e's cheated creditor should still pursue 

To-morrow's promise, reckless of the past ! 
liive <m brief futures, yet with death in view. 
Provide for all but this^the surest and the last 
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Thou Bard* " unknown !" like him of old dii 
gnit'd, 
Who> among shepherds^ breath'd Olympian 
strains^ 
And through veil'd Godhead^ and a lot despised^ 
Bestow'd his l3rre to humanize the plains>— 
(Bard, let me call thee, tho' no verse restrains !) 
Oh ! if the Passion's move at thy command. 
And thoughts take life, which others feebly 
dream,— i 
Warm'd by the touch of thy Promethean wand. 
Win back thy way to'heav'n— be heav'n thy theme ! 

Well hast thou painted Superstition's woes, 
Th' enthusiast's dream, the bigot's gloom severe. 
All the v^ild various anarchy that flows 

From blind-fold zeal, led on by frantic fear ; 

(Well know th' unlisted, truth presides not here !) 



■■< » ^ 



* The author of Old Mortalitjy— the last prodactioo when this 
pattage was wriuen, of a matchless pen, not now •< The Great I7fi- 
ktunmf** bm, (if a qnibbU may te pardoned, whieh has tmtb to it* 
commend it) of a ' greater, known.* 
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But boots it thee> so gifted — io confine 
.: Thy skill in human phantasy, to prove 
That fallen man has lost that light divine ? 
Can laughter heal our tears? — scom> madd'ning 
doubts remove ? 

It so, the harshest were the wisest art. 

And all that fafe'ry net-work of the brain 
Imagination weaves, to win the heart. 

Was given to thee,— to us who read— in vain ! 

Oh ! mock not idly her important reign. 
Regent of Hope and Fear ! — ^be thou her friend. 

And kindly counsellor, not anarch rude. 
Blazoning the erring rule he fails to mend— - 
Wayward, though kind, is she, and gently should be 
woo'dl 

Where was thy scoff's illustrious pattern— where 

Heaven's genuine offspring, clad in native 

white^ 

. When heaven's dishonour'd altars were thy care ? 

Why the true Priestess banish'd from our sight ? 

Chissel'd by thee, chaste, fair, divinely bright, 

Q 
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Shedding angelic tears by Barley's side. 

Had 4k9 appeared-^ke edcimn more aaUfkne 

O'er ruin^s daxken'd mass—then had defy'd 
Thy fiune all riyal boasts and sbar'd |dl after time* 

The richest banquet Genius ever spread^ 

Transcending far Apicius' snares of sense- 
Brief as convivial hours> but warms the head 
To vainer dreams^ if soul's immortal thence> 
Draw not some nourishment of fair pretence 
To sate immortal cravings-^man must die I 

This thoughts which folly shrinks to entertain^ 
Haunts reason still— the hair-hung sword on 
high. 
Scaring life's feast— or kind, parting the pris'ner's 
chuin; 

Kind, if Religion comment on the theme. 

And wisdom listen to the heavenly maid ! 

« 

Dread, if abandon'd to conjecture's stream, 
Man float his all where helm nor star give aid ! 
What humfm thought c^n . pierce the dismal 
shade 
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Of death's dark valley ^ who aasaraiice find 

Of an hereafter^ from aught imaged here*— 
Where change perpetual^ laws unvarying bind. 
And Nature still rolls on her ever circling spheva 



In calm mutation ? death succeeding life 
(Brief life ! the guest that tarrieth but a day) ; 
* Tet with fresh births^ fresh seasons^ ever nt^. 
Majestic Nature shares not the decay—- 
What then forbids that she endure for aye ^ 
RtmorseleM of her bwried sons^ move on 

•Through endless ages^ leaving to their sleep 
Them on whom one day's sun so brightly shone 1— 
Tliey who lov'd life so well^ and could for others 
Weep ? 

Oh ! the sad thought—to slumber in the dust-«- 
Hope quench'd^ ambition coldj joy^ friendship^ 
love. 

The faithful heart, the generous, and the just. 
Never again like sympathies to prove ! 
Did ardent Genius, then, so vainly move ? 
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Taste^' art inventive, labour for a shroud ? ' 

Was it for this that poesy was fired; , 
AndMiisic^ mystic warbler ! breath'd aloud 
Her prophecy of Heaven^ and seraph dreams iit-^ 
spired? 

Well might the Persian monarch weep his host, 
. Clad in their glittering pomp> death's futart 
prey ! 
Why^ vent'rous Gama^ tempt an unknown coasts 
Why, Abyssinian watiderer, fondly stray ? 
N6r\Nile nor Ganges can revive your clay*. 
If '' Macedonia's madman" (truly styled !) 
And Shakspeare/ cohqu'ring Fancy's boundlcfsf 
realm. 
He * whose ambition walk'd the starry wild. 
And he t who soar'd' beyond— one night eternal 
whelm! 



Newton. f Milton. 
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t^tHk new Mrrafd the lilieB of tliie fielcU 

Tbat ** toil iiat> bpin not/' lead their annual 
train ; 
Ilif tnfted virild-thyme winter had conceal'd^ 

Uatens to Spring, and scents the breeze again ; 

Bttt man^ the reasoning tenant of the plain^ 
No vernal roice awakens from the dead— « 

Hn broken clay«-hoa6e mingles with the soil- 
Eternity is booming o'^ hia head i 
The place Hmt knew him once, for him no more shall 

• ••«•« 

* Hai what sad dissonance of woe was there I* 
Britannia shrieking to her distant realms. 
While half earth's caverns echo her despair ; , 
Pride droops, hate dies, a common shock o'er- 

All diFcrse hearts that human passions share ! 
A mighty nation's hope and joy lies dead*-- 
Europe^ fair Cynosure, * nor her alone-^ 



* This* sad the following staozas, were writtein in the winter oC 
I817» though not here placed chronologically* 
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One bla9t the blossom and the bud hath shed'v^ 
The teeming grave claims both^ unreck'd the nieedy^ 
throne ! 

* - • - 

Thou^ by one flash of Fate relentless^ reft 

Of Ipve and empire-— pity writhea for thee ! 
Of all thy hopelrbrightrlris, what is left 

Save the sad dews of weeping constancy ? 
To gaze on scenes she never more shall see^ 

Hang on thy heart each relic that she wor^. 
Word she last breath'd^ or look last beaming love— 
These are but subject griefs— thine one pang 
more— - 
To balance love with realms^ and know^ how far 
above t 

O ! make an altar of her sacred tomb> 
And vow upon it a life-lasting grief! 

Vi'lets less bright than sweet— the rose perfume 
That dies not with the pale and scatter'd leaf^ 
And every fragrance rare, and ev&ty tincture 
brief 
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With daily duty, shed profusely there f 
- -' JBpiced like the ashes of Arabia's bird. 

They'll medicate all souls that breathe that air, 
Vo higher, holier aims, than e*er ambition stirr'd ; 

For who, that fatal night so long desired. 

Saw the destroying angel hov'ring nigh ? 
Not thai when Eg3^t*s first-bom sons expir'd, 
Rais'd to mysterious heav'n a wilder cry> 
Nor sunk the oft-harden'd heart more helplessly ! 
The great— the fair— the young — Death could not 
charm^ 
Nor palace-guards secure, nor sheltering love ; 
Not all that waste of worth could Heav'n disarm ; 
Then die ! sand-clinging hopes ! scorn, more than 
ruth, ye move ! 



For gain or fame to visit realms unknown, 
(Gain others reap, fame few survive to hear). 

What band of travellers pass in silence on. 
Nor oft and daily, anxious councils share ? ■ 
Each communes largely on their common care. 
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Each tellB hishopes^ hk doubt»-»-diuB all proTide 

By thought's exchange — tome dole in wisdom'i 

aid; 

Tmyellers of Death's dark valley 1 wand'ring wide 

From wisdom's chart celestial-— wherefore have ye 

strayed ? 

Why will ye die ? Alas ! with coward hearts 

Like children in the dark^ you close your eyes^ 
To l^ide your own chimeras i — all your art 
To cheats not heal^ the terrors that arise 
At nature's friendly biddings you devise ; 
Then talk, laughs revel^ carrol to the moon^ 
Till clouds and darkness settle on the soul ; 
> Too late for wisdom— for remorse too soon-* 
The day-star dawns afar, and shews the distanc'd goal ! 



'Twas need that man should &ar, when Belial's 
wrath 
Unchain'd, but unsuspect, besets his way ; . 

Within, — worse foe, — without, the world he hath. 
All, all in league his purpose to bewray--* 
Earth hems him rounds and heav'n's too far away ! 
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Too high that throne of stars to rule his soul> 

By clouds of sense obscur'd^ and pleas'd to rove 
This flowery Eden ! did not fear controul :-- - 
Hallow the fear of deaths— 'twas giv'n to man in love ! 
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TRIBUTARY LINES, . 

On reading ■• The Course of Time*" by the late Robert Pollok, A. M. 

Ikmobtal PoUok ! could mj thoughts flow free^ 
tUlothed in thine own unborrowed majesty. 
As rising from thine argument sublime, 
I muse the morid of thy '^ Course of Time ;" 
Winding through every page in truth's clear tide. 
Mocking Art's jet works — Poesy's vain pride. 
And critic niceness i — Could I vie with theoj 
In thy bright soul of heavenly Poesy, 
Which heedless of the body, leaves behind 
The garments and the gaudes that others bind-— 
Transcending most, when most thou bringst to view. 
How o'er the artificial, towers the true; 
'Twere natural, while my soul, mind, ear, are all 
Moving with thee — ^like cadence to recall. 
When I abashed, and yet transported, fire 
To lay the tribute of a reverent lyre 
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Up<»i thy toml>--4)iit ftince I would not dare 

Tbe ociMure of comparison^ nor bear 

The fall of other wrens> who, following, might 

Deem I had vainly track't thy eagle flight. 

By thy wifig's soundings— -therefore, less of choice, 

Hian of humility, 1 pitch my voice 

By other stop— far be the thought to climb 

Thy glmrious heights l-*-therefbre, Igive thee rhymel—i^ 

Nor lives the bard, on Briton's tuneful shore. 

Weigh verse with soul, to thee could offer more ! 

Many there are, and worthier hands than mine. 

That might strew costly iVagrance on thy shrine. 

Many may have thy ore — but thine was wrought 

By a pore spirit, all divinely taught :— 

The jewel woilcer, and the hand whose powers 

Are spent in fashioning mimic fancy flowers. 

Not moi^ apart, nor different their reward. 

Than the mere poet, and the Christian bard. 

Mind, intellect, taste, genius, what are they ? 

Mere implements! employ them hdw we may««- 

On best materials, and for choicest ends, 

Tis then, then only, that their worth transcends ! 
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The soul content in.flow^ry paths to. rodttij 
However wreath<Kl^ brings fading trc^ures home 
But he who holds compaunion with t|ie skies^ 
The stars his gems, and heaven the toil^d-for.pli 
Leaving the fao^e, the worldlings fondly love. 
To yield his service; to. the courts above ; 
His fancy, feeding on celestial, themes, 
Catdies unconsciously .^diyiner beams; 
Hovering, and listening near th' angelic choir. 
He wins th'inunprtal^ wreath, the undying fire 1 
Scott! Byron ! Milton ! Briton's latest fames, 
I would not rob. yC; — ^ye are glorious names ! 
But yet, '^ the youth of great religious soul,"* 
Who took from onet a moral, joins the whole — 
The Scot's exha-usUessness, the ocean prow 
Of the dark wandering Harolde^.and the brow 
Shut out ,&om common day, and earthly sight. 

To drin^more< deeply of celestial light» 
Blend in the imfettered energies of One, 
Recalling each toyiew, but copying none 1 



• Vol. il p. 62. t Vol i, p. 184. 
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Radmidaal^ n^id^lmrried on hy AuA, 
Aimng too tvrdy I oft his panting bMtth 
BMsjn a SMemg moment^ lotds a line 
He will not pause to Hghten^-^too divine 
The lyre and task be will not cease horn, ate 
To lend a thought to things of meaner carei 
When sands are nmnberingfast, and pledged Decay^ 
Impatient hovering^ waits the finished lajr.«M 
A pcurtrait's value is its likeness; thought 
lliat best rei^eals itself^ is happiest wronght ; 
Genias, though working with the common tools 
Of types and hues> a power unerrmg sdiools> 
To give trutih eloiqaence^-^still making known 
Whatever gMrb she n^ears^ that garb's hear own ;«-> 
And here are Truth and Fancy^ hand in band. 
Doing the biddiog <^a Prophet-waad; 
Making familiar, new, and worlds unseen. 
Vivid bsfioie ua aa the present scene ! 

Whether 'tis Pily* with her dove4ike £snn» 
Or lovlyt Piety> or Passion's stonn, 

•TsLfi.p.l7». tl'J'P-W. 
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The dying Mother j: in iier nioniu% lAaota, 
Leaving to God her'nGw4i6m<»<-dr the gloQim\ ' ).. 
And desperate 'fiendaiess of. the Unchainfd Mkid^* 
Whose. maniaC' frame revoiting fetters bind ; ' 
Ocean'st . suUimity-^he:miudeh: sweets 
Of sylvanj: Nature in her bower'd tetMats^ 
The entrance of that Word th^ maketh wise 
The simple^^r vain Refuges of Jies^ > 

Where* the earthfs proud ones shelter ^rcm the'Soond 
Of oft-beseeehing piety ; the '€r6Wn*di| • i 

Bearing his honor meekly^ or thelSlavie 
Writhing from man/ and' coveting the gmve ; 
Th' unviflor'd soiil of dark-Hypocrisyj; § *. 

Th' indolent's Poppy,ir or the insane cry** 
Of self-applauding Energy, ^cdnfin'^ ^ - 
To sow but restlessness, and rtop Ifae'witid !-j^ 
Or whether/ (where m> following bcttd'tnay thM»}) 
Far o'er th* horizon's vferge of tiiAe and sptu^, ' 
The themes are sought— ^th' Apocalyptic themes. 
Shewn to the poet in .diviiier xbeains^! 

•VoLiLp.214. tn>. p.83. •$».>•<». • 
II lb. p. 170. § lb. p. 139. % B)»p. 21. 

•• VoLiL p.lO& 
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Still twin-like^ those £axc ministers appear^ 
Filling the soul^ and Melody the ear^— 
The key-note Piety !— His offering made^ 
And on religion's altar lowly laid^ 
He coold no more— his song and life were done— 
His life on earth-— and a new song begun. 
Thou'rt gone to thy reward ! no clouds are now 
Dimming the trances of thy seraph brow ! 
The vale and atmosphere of tears are pass'd, ' 
Dark envy's wolves^ and sorrow's howling blast ! 
All glories pictiu^d to thy inward sight 
Are open now, in poreimblemish'd light. 
Not seen in glimpses through a varying sky. 
But the one vision of eternity I 
Forever in that spotless raiment drest. 
Of love and holiness that pleas'd thee best ; 
Thy harp no more earth's tissu'd themes employ, 
But one entire, bright, boundless as thy joy- 
Perfection infinite~0 happy soul. 
Ranging beatitude ! not'idly roll 
My worthless numbers— -all unworthy thee ! 
If this poor tribute but the glow^ovorm be. 
Whose tiny track' one wanderer may engage, - 
To seek the light of thy soul* winning page ! 



IM Fosmi.. 



THE SABBATH TMTIMONy, 

Each Sabbath-day's a sign from h^v^n. 

Would we but read it right : 
Whence came it? wherefore waa it given? 

The proud^ the vain^ the light, 
Aged and blooming, dulj go. 
And fill the weekly churches;^ row bjr row* 
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The six-day's ceaseless reveller, 

Fashion's and Folly's train. 
He who derides the vow sincere, 

And he who hears in vain^ 
Slumberer and scoffer still attend 
At the appointed hour to listen and to bend I 

There you may note the wording's look. 
See all art's gaudes dispUy'dj 

The eye oft wandering from An bookf 
The listless mind betray'd^^ 

Still, like the bell-led flock they go^ 
And take their Si^hath stations row by row. 
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Are they the scorn'd^ the stedfast few^ 

Who draw thirvarious train? 
Who^ countlesa generations through^ . 

Bulwark the sacred Fane ^ / 
No! 'tis the SablMtth'svspell^like 8way> 
Jhrerailkig in its might; since the first- seventh 
day ! 

Ask not if first in Eden taughty 

Or if on Mamre's plain^ • , * 
Or if with Mosesi blessing fraught^ 

Began the Sabbath's reign ! 
Whence and -why came it,* would you know. 
Go scan the weekly dmrches row by row I 

The golden cup with manna stor'd^ 

And Aaron's blossom'd rod> 
Not more His miracles record. 
Than doth; ihis^ ark- of Godf. 
Bearing His iestfixfony stiU,. 
Through earth's r^yeUious hqsts/ arm'd-^to oppose 
His"will! 
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And not alone among the mcek> 

The spirit-breathing £ew> 
Need we the silent tokens seek 

That speak the Bible tme^-^ 
Ask, auk die seoffbra why they gci 
And fill the weekly churehes» roi^ by row ?«^ 

They go, because a hand divine 
Upholds the Sabbath's sway ; 
Thej go, for like the rainbow's sign 

It pledges brightet day—- 
They view it like the Vapour's baea 1 
But still its offer comes!* and they are fire^ 
chuse ; 

Through Pride's dark clouda die^T feel th| 
need!—* 
They slight, and yet they fear; 
And not in vain doth Sabbath plead. 

And therefore are they he r e' > 
Still there id hope while simerft go 
And take the suppliant's posture ?ow by row. 



THE FATHER OF THE FAITHFUL. 

Hr le^ him {arik abroad* 

And said ^' Look up and Bee, 
And count the Amnber of tbt ttars^ 

If they may numbered be 1 
And such shall be thy seed :"•«- 

The childless Patriarch hear4> 
His single^vision'd faith was purei 

H^ trusted iti the Lord : 
His faith th' Almighty deign'd to bless^ 
And counted it to him for righteousnsss.-^ 

O, numerous as the stars> 

The wandering wishes are 
That draw the hearts of men from Ood^ 

And their vain fondness share ! 
But as the glcnious sun 

Puts out those lesser lights^ 
So in the soul where faith has dawn'd^ 

One only hope delights I 
That hope^ like Day^ upon our ballj 
' /Sheds p wiss on all things present^ bright'ning all ! 
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The double-minded man^ 
Unstable are his ways ! 
But He who '' sees all thjiigs in one/'* 

No meteor fire betrays ! 
As floats npdn the breeiee^ 

Tlie filmy gossamer^ 
Or as th' inconstant sumtner seas^ 
The -doubter's moments' are— * 
The breeze> the sea^ are trusted more ' ^ 
Than the sure haven aiidthe stedfast shore !• 

Turn' to the Patriarch now— 
The promis'd child is bom ! 

Beauty and light are on his brow. 
And fondly he is wom^ 

Like a rich dlgnet ring 
' U'pon his father's hearty 

Binding it round with tend^mess^- 
And can he bear to part 



* Thomai k Kempis. 



With this 80 treasoi^d gem—this d0W«r 
Of bkx>miiigm(»iung hopes gUddening hit even- 
ing hour ? 

The Book tells not his throes— 

It needed not ! when came 
The Voice that bade him slay his son. 

And yield him to the flame— 
His only one ! his heir^ 

The seed of promise given. 
Whence, numerous nations were to spring. 

Thick as the hosts of heaven ! 
But not more child-like' Isaac^s trust 
In him, than his in God, the Mercifhl and Just ! 

So forth at His command, 

Young Isaac Abram leads ; 
The staff of Faith is in his hand, 

Tho' inwardly he bleeds ; 
And three days' journey he 

That dread burnt-offering bears 
Upon his heart unfalteringly-— 

And now the rites prepares— 
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^' The altalr's ready I" Isaac cried> 
^ But ^wheve's the victim Umh ?"-•*' My boh ! 
God will provide 1" 

And rich Provision's made ! 
And O^ that father's joy^ 
WJ^en graciously his hand was stay'd^ 

Unbound his darling boy> 
May faintly figure forth . 

The flood of light and life. 
The dawning of that endless day. 
When freed from nature's jitrife. 
The faithful hearts their cpiiflicts o'er. 
Shall count their joys like stars, or sands upon^ 
the shore. 
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THE PLAIN OF REPHIDIM .• 

Thi hosts of.Ainalek are on the plain ; 

Israel's, selected strength^ hy Joshua led. 
Join battle with the mighty— rnor in vain ! 

A mightier arm unseen is o'er them spread ;— * 

Yet seem'd the issue doubtful, giant Power 
Full-fed and godless, Ruthlessness and Pride, 

Were the fi^ee weapons of their darkened hour. 
Who there, the Chosen of the Lord defied ! 

Moses, the people's priest, ascends the hill. 
Divinely taught, and as he holds on high 

The rod. Prayer's symbol, the invaders still 
Are smitten back, or dyinff fall, or fly ; 

* Exod. x?ii. Deut zz?. 17* 
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But long the contest— and when nature fails^ 
And droop in weariness his aged hands, 

ho ! o'er the battle Amalek prevails. 

And driven like scatter'd clouds are Israel's ban 

So Hur and Aaron, rang'd on either side. 
Like Frienddlip^ str^gthening Pidjr/baifeow 

Their kinAjrttdiua arma to prop and goad^ 
And the soa sank vpoa Ae fidlflii f»l 
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ELEGY, 

OecuSonW by the lamented death of George Walter Mtairell, of Cat- 
rafhunijjijij^^^aed 28» who was diowned in attempting taewfanayroea 
the rlrer Nith, after bathing* nearly opposite to the town of Daafrles» 
aad'ln tlgU cf numerooa ipeetatori. in.the aommer of )887f 



A SOUND is in my ear, a sight in view 
I eazmot banish^ife^long power they bear ! 

A river stream, a fair youth struggling through-^- 
He sinks, he sinks, he sinks-^-fae perish'd there i 



Perish'd with throbbing hearts, and eager hands. 
Shouting and waving o'er the tide in vain ! * ■ 

Perish'd in sight of home and kindred bands. 
And none could succour, none could bring again ! 

The sun look'd brightly on, the sky, the shore. 
The treacherous waters pitiless remained j 

Onward they flow'd as calmly as befbre» * 

And natui^ still he^ plaoid smile maintain'd» 



As if in mockery of the voiceless woe> 

The pale despair^ the shiver'd hopes of one. 

Who kiss'd his forehead not an hour ago ! 
Who in his life had garner'd up her own ! 

Not without fear^ she saw him. bounding, forth 
To taste the freshness of the summer lirftve*— 

A mothelr's fetfrs^o-how lightly ha^^lliey birthi 
He laugh'd them off ! — alas ! upon his grave, 

Fears, totiiles, and hopes, alike, are wTthe/d ttoirl 
■H«t dntiAil, her beauteous, her fiirst-born, - 

Who" should have liv*d to smooth her dyfhg brbl^- 
She'll go to him — he never shall return ; 

And yet'oflnm she iff tiot all bereft— " 

Joy in hcnf grief! they found his dear reidaMft 

ITmoll'd, uhmarrM, the glow of beauty left,— ^ 
And painting's art the precious form retains, 

. . . " • 

Of his young lovelhiess, witb such a look ! 

As if ben^iilh the we're %of kkn was gitm 
The oifdP{MN»M-^«4n parting k# partDok^ • 

The calm, the hope, the blessedness of he«ren ! 
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The ejBS ar« dbiod, batjet it istiot sltep^ 
But nseet wHgtmis tilioiightL t&at shanfes thebviiv ; 

TheAnnqmllips^y^ f Mother; cetse t^i w«^t/ 
Tbaa bad'ak a i6ii> thda ha«t > Senqsb 



A guardim £katiiph!'#'^-<diflrefare hu shr plaeli 
TiM^Jbol]r IViitiBg heir Iw widowed bad^ - 

Where l^ lUt i^ght, «<r on her' heaTt, te tMM'd> ' 
Earliest ABd'latefi^ her lameiited domd* - 

If other bereav'dl what could'stthou wish him more ? 

Man covets honor—- his went out unstain'd ! 
Some might have wept him on time's later shore> 

His early fate a country's tears obtain'd. 

The plum'd procession^ pomp's funereal show. 
May balsam pride— -but when young worth de« 
parts, 

Hig, funeral train are Pity, Love, and Woe, 

Not mourning garments, but lamenting hearts ; 

Both foUow'd him— attendant on his bier, 
Throng'd pomps innum^reus — reverently led 

To pay the tribute of regret sinoere— 
And he was laid as if in glory's bed \ 
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Man^Boveta beaVen-M-but O that steep asoent^ 
Ho# few in ]^otith have stieidfasinesa to clinib^! 

Eaifth's happiest pUgrim ^otild be well eqntexit ' 
Ta gain thfit height, without the toils of time f 

A mother's love wdold dowfjr with^ the best 
Of esHih ttid heaven, ber doer, her^ duteous sod I 

Cf, ciinst thou ^eve that be was early U^st?'*^... 
Be well (^onteiit^ii^die i^aloo: of both was wdn f 
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; NOTfi t 

■ . V . 

• ^^ ' . 

'^tt(k»(mm^veriet ihewiid bird (m the iprd^^* ''^ 

Not at atttdiiiig any value to the siniple expression of a 
feeling so naturally experienced^ and which is likely to have 
been ofiten far better expressed by innumerable of the poetic 
tiibe^ nor as contending for that higher attribute of poetry^ 
originality^ to which her volume cain make small or no pre* 
tflDiion> but HtfT ' the pttipoie of distinctly disavowing inten- 
tional ttnacknowl^;ed plagiarism here or elsewhere^ the au- 
thor, wh(yw reading had b^eki very liiicitl^^ b^ to itMe that 
when this stainza was Written, she was not aware of^ having 
bonq^hp^ her simile from any one ; nor is she yet. To uncona- 
aioiia plagiarism, acribhUas of her calibre must be (eculiaflj 
liable when> a» in her cas^ reading has been negligenUj 
iiiisoeUaneou8> and the memory indistio.ct; but in.pftK>f 
Uiat.ihe pbgtary prepense may sometimes be groondlfnsljf 
^kged, she is happy to bring forward the following. ebia 
eoincidenc^ both in thought and eiqpressionj which she met 
with in the Edinburgh Review, Ko. 51, p.11^^ aoim 
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•Iter her tUmza was oomimtted ta paper, in the Spring of 
1&16> and whidi she transmitted along with this, and one 
er two succeeding stanzas, to a friend to whom she hap- 
pened to he writing at the time: '' Conrad (of Wiirzhur^, 
who flourished towards the conclusion of the 13th century) 
is ever complaining of the downfal of Jcnightly virtue, and 
the apathy of the great, wlio had ceased to cultivate poetry 
themselves, and left it unpatronised in others ; yet he in« 
dignantly exclaims, ' bftfiflKSI.B0(..fi>7jAeir gifts ! his tongue 
shall not be silent, since the art itself will reward him : he 
will continue his song lU^ Jhs nightingale ; she who sings 
for her own sake ; hidden in ihe woods her notes assuage her 
eares^.^nor does-she heed jwheiher gny stranger Hsieu fo her 
stirainsr 
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THE CONVICT imiSOOf tA^ ^ ,r.:. : 

♦ . . . . r 

' , r" A 



III > I ■ 



.<* One If; there 



WhiM weeping babes -her last ctn'^Sifsshim/^', 

«— 

Turn story sUoded to, no anooonmm one in 'flivimliiiie/ 
wjould.Qocupy top much space In the detiuQ, were Ifc -Meoi-' 
sary ^ itnth^tieate th&fiuBts, ^whence the miiiot tbcikhtit 
parti«)' sketdi y which, though intentimmllf im g atf i i et / 
figures, in np bonrowed pathoBJ thekadiii^'ftitiires of ft 
case that . ocpurred. utider her own observation/ -Vke titu' 
aiiiiisii^ic^ of tl\e Lamp, wjth the incidental lub f u tt tt c tl OD,' 
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iriiidtbcoiiglit those aflfeeting facts to herkoowkd^s^ 4re 
Mbadihomvret itMj, exactly as tiiey arose. 



NOTE III. 
mSHEN KOWER- 

PKINCE8S OF ODETFOOS. 



TsE foUoidng. memoir, extracted from Sir John Ma]« 
ttAm'% *' Memoir of Central India/' was partly drawn up 
hy the author of the present volnme from memory ; whidi 
die tmsts will excuse any variation of expression^ or der 
terioration of- interest in the narratiye-4he faetSj she be* 
•lieves, wiU be found correct. 

The beantifbl Kishen Kower was the daughter of the 
Eana of Odeypoor, the highest in rank amongst the Rig- 
pooi Frinces. She was betrothed to Bheem Singh» the 
Jti^of Joudpoor, but this prince dying, her hand beeamf 
■the olijeet of ambitions contest. Maun Singh, a distant le^ 
latimi of Bheem Singh, succeeded to the throne on the 
deatb.oClhe latter. His pretoision to an alliance with 
the bottse of Odeypoor, the highest honor to which a prinee 
of timt tnbe cmUd aspire, was naturally grounded on the 
fi rtiHiistM in* of his succession to the throne of the betrothed 
deceasedyindependeotly of the interest excited in his yooth- 
ftil'nskid:bjr the reported virtues and extraordinary besnty 
ef tbft high-bom Frin€es»-4>ut the inttiguesof poUtieil 
ftctikm disturbed his S0Tereignty> and proved &tal ta the 
.el^ of his loT^ . 
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I : jBevai Sinfjti, who hid been minuter to the ]ato 
Rija^ after an kttenral of tmojtm, drougfalfonpaif^kxail 
or supposed son of that prince^ in whose cause he soon 
raised a considerable party^ and as a farther step towards- 
aecomplishing the downfal of Maun Singh^ and the conse- 
quent establishment of his own ambitious viewsj he con- 
trived to introduce dissension between that prince and his 
most powerful neighbour^ the Jeypoor Riga, by inciting 
the latter to demand the hand of the princess of Odeypoor, 
of her fkther, who was a weak, irresolute prince, in opposi- 
tion to the prior claim and known wishes of Maun Singh 
- ' fiOsseheme succeeded to a dli«fid extent. ' The wiar tliA 
ensued, equally desolated botli principalitica^ utTolving in 
At contest, partizans from all the sortoonding poweip; 
4Uid.it at length beoenve the oliject of a general and needM 
^patLcfytg endeavour a raeonciliation between* the twoiinll 
princes. It was proposed that this should be temmitedi by 
ttieanift (>f a double faifaily alllattcc^-^uggulh'f$ingh', the Jey- 
|ioor Rqa, was to espouio the daughter if l^Iaun •Sihgli, end 
tiii ktter, (tie sister 6f hiii rival' vnA eAetay ; each resigttlni 
fiSeptetenuons toth^ fair Kishen Kower. We aie ncft tnfedib 
led bow such a proposal was* received by two yoUng '$nd:-A 
^etitf princes, who had each shaken bis ibrone anil dciblit 
MbispifndpriHy fof the attainment of an iA^ftii tb-wibrtli'y 
Hii iiiirpiring 4hat ardour— and who* was s^ In the hBH 
^lendonr of her matchless bteuty— but what boiili hien 
%een their conflicts on afgreeing to thb proposal, Chey frlNMBi 
^dangers pressed on* every side, and whose .tfery 'pnasiods 
adversity had contributed to tame, compared' wWi the IM^ 
Ihigs of the wietehed fkihelr of the prineesb, wliefi'flifiBtliiSd 
%y Ms ttinislers and allies that: the fif^ cff Ua Mbvifl 
dans^ter was required as a needful ncMtk to^ftCfUf^ 
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tbe cfeBiMl haptiAlK; irnd restore peMce to the desolated 
toatitriee' of Rajpootaha ! It was represented to bim tliat 
the honotbr of all parties, e^nally with the public tranqail*^ 
Utj, imperiously demanded this barbarous peace-cfiering j 
fbr that lie could not^ on the one hand^ bestow the prineesa 
in milrrlagis on any other chief, without affronting two oi 
ihe most powerfbl of the Rajpoot princes, who had beeii 
tbe tinsaecessful competitors for her hand; nor on tb^ 
oiher^ ikmaxstentiy with the laws of Rajpoot dignity, cotdd 
lie retain in bis family an unmarried daughter, witb^ 
out bringiiig disgrace upon himself. Nature and pride 
Warred equally within him ; but it is asserted that nd- 
ther jLTgumfents nor threats could move the father to be-' 
come tile executioner of his child, or eren to press upon 
her theiAtematifeofsdf-immolation— though the evidencci 
IB mffieiieiitly conclusiTe, that his weakness connived at bef 
destmctioii ; — to accomplish which, other instruments weri 
too readily found. To Adjeit Singh, one of the most 
powerfU of bis nobles, and bis most confidential minister^ 
Ale ciime of tbe weak Rana's acquiescence is imputed ; and 
the abler of the Rana, Cband Rhye, presented the poisoned 
chalice to tbe devoted Princess, conjuring her to save faet 
ftmily and tribe from the miseries and desolation in wbicft 
her hiJBpfa hMi, her fatal beauty, and her unhappy destiny 
hid involved them. The appeal was not in vain ! She 
drank three poisoned cups, and before swallowing tbe last^ 
whidi proved instantly f^tal, she exclaimed^ ' Tbit, then, 
b the marriage to which Eishen Eower was foredoomed V* 
KoDC of ^txe inhabitants of the palace were ignorant of th^ 
tragedy dnt waa acting within its walls, though no hand 
wnaa ooorsegeous enough to interpose ; and the youth and 
e xtf aoiJ Tna r y beauty of the victim, excited a feding of 
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eommlMntidn that wis general and powerful in a degtea 
qoi^ aniunial amongst the inhahitantsof India* The ftuti^ 
and the particulara of Kishen Kower't deaths were no sooner 
spread through the city of Odeypoor« than lood lam^Ha* 
tion hurst from every quarter^ and expressions of pity, iat 
-her &te, were mingled with exeorations on the weak* 
ness and cowardice of those who cotdd purchase safety on 
such terms. Her mother soon after fell a victim to her 
grief— and if the name of the Odeypoor nobility was tar-> 
nished in the person of Adjeit Singh* by that exercise of 
his influence over his Prince^ which a cruel polipy had die* 
tattid* the character of this brave race was no less remarkf 
sUy redeemed by the generous indignation of Sogwan 
Singh* chief of Karradar. This venerable warrior* no sooner 
caught ihe rumour of what was p&ssing in the palaoej 
than he hastened f^om his residence to Odeypoor* and dis*. 
mounting from a breathless horse* rushed onceremonioiialy: 
foto the presence of the Prince* whom he found seated in 
ffpannt affliction* surrounded by his ministers* Heim« 
patiently demanded* " Is the Prinoess dead or alive ?** . ta 
which* after a short pause* Adjeit Singh replied* by en- 
treating him '^ not to disturb the grief of a father fior a 
kat child." The old diief immediately unbuckled his 
sword* which* with his shield* he laid, at the feet of the 
Mana Eana* saying* in a calm but resolute tone* *^ My an^*, 
aestors have served yours for thirty generations* and. to. 
yon I cannot utter what I fa^l* but these arms shall nevi» 
more be used in your service" — ^as for you* villain !" ex« 
claimed he* turning to J^^eit Singh* ^' who have brou§^ 
this disgrace on the |Riypoor name* may the curse of a 
Either light upon you ! may you die childless !" So saying, 
he retired from the assembly* leavhoig an impretabmof.awa 
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tod horrcHr on the minds of all present. Sugwan Singh 
sund^M these efents eight years^ and though he nerer bore 
ams again in the service of the Mana Rana^ he equally 
refiised'tomnite against him with any of the rival states. 
The last child of A^jeit Singh^ died a short time ago^ and 
the event wis deemed by the superstitious R^jpoots^ to be 
a fuMlfaient of the curse so emphatically denounced. Ki^en 
Kowei^ was sacrificed in 1810. 



NOTE IV. 

THE LOST CHILD. 
" Wee Nannie wander'd on the moor" 

Ths following incident occurred in the month of October^ 
1836: — John Higgins^ farm*servant^ Ainibagliesh^ parish 
of Glenliice, had a little daughter^ three years dd^ which 
having followed a cart to the potato fields was idlowed to 
^y about till evening, which was then very near at hand. 
Hie child amused herself by plucking wild flowers,' which 
were rife enough in the month of October/ and allured, 
peihape, by the dght of a f^ tufts of unfaded heather, 
stiroUe^ unnoticed to a contiguous moor of at least 1000 acres 
in extent When the labourers were about to quit the 
field, the girl was called and looked for in vain ; and thbu^ 
the shades of night were closing in on all sides, a dUigient 
searclk was instituted immediately, in which all the neigh- 
bours joined. At a late hour, the afflicted relatives were 
constrained by their friends to return home, and passed • 
mbst anxious and sleepless nig^t Early nest morning ihe 
search waaimewed^ and eontiuued for two mcoessive days, 

T 
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but ■till with little hope of aacoMt. The childdiK{ip«il«d 
on a Wedncaday ereniiig, and it was doc imtii tad o'dodk 
op' the ^turdaj following, that she wai dkooTtred bgr 
grandfather lying on her face^ among a small heap of \ 
The air doting. thcfUrst night was cold and fhMty, on lii'e 
second it rained without intermission, and on the Auid ikb 
wind UewJteenly from the east ; and during the whole of 
that long period, the little sufl^rer iiad remained alone in 
the open wild, without food or shelter of any kind. The 
grandfather was in the knowledge of all these circumstan- 
ces, and when he lifted his little favourite in his arm% he 
expected to find her a stiffened corpse. The reader may 
judge then of his feelings when she cfjpmed her mild hlbe 
eyes, smiled in his face, and in accents scarcely articulate, 
inquired ' Where's fkither, and uncle Sandy ?* Bo tender an 
appeal, made under such painful circumstances, was too 
much for the veteran's fortitude ; and we cannot hotter des* 
eribe the scene, than by quotingr his own words ; ' I triad 
to thank my Maker aloud* but words JMd nane ; v^y hair, I 
am sure, stood on end, and my heart was sae grit at th^eawe 
time, that I sat mysel' dowa vd' Nanny in my armsA and 
cried, and better cried, till the wee thing aslred me what 
ailed me ; and I was brought to myseT, by thinking that I 
had turned the greatest bafam o' the twa.' But Naany, 
with proper nursing, recovere^y and still livea to be a com- 
fart ta her ftiends, and a singular proof of the power and 
goodaeas of that superintending Providence, which 'ten^ 
pen the wind to the shorn lamb.' 

▲ etfjonAmY vo. tjbs tos^ cBitD^ 



iVriin, woDttenh novelli'ia., 
juavfuuTf von ot.** 



MUrker md mkkm'^ darktt and 

dark«« 
HHiirWLi- JfilliiL — 
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Gf0p*4i gEopfd.. 
HearkefCd^ fUtened. 
JfivfoMy fero* 
lUaihcr^^ heathy* 
HerUm^^ alone. 
^mnatMy horrid; 
JjkUiey fair aod loft at lint 

Jlia^ii^, ttaaimeriog. 

S^fHmg^ chiding. Neht^ next 

'Garr^i^ made, iodaeed me to. 

C«yr»ga, 

SketM At toch a. 

9tikm^ MM. 

SUmtty diut UowD by the wind. 

Gaedy vent . 

■JP^ all. Xi/ipen*i, trusted to, 

collided in. Jlk^ each. 
j Grw m He shetighf turbid ditsh, 

orfiiROW. 



Whinny y farzy» fiom fitne^ . 

Shawt originally the lame with 
•diair, a wood; is modem 
hofder parlance, aignlf^mg 
any cluster of copse wood. . 

Cam nae speedy had no lucceM. 

Hi^ij shelter, clothing. 

Seeidag^ searching. 

Fleechingy cozeniog» flattering. 

Or, till but. 2V«f, lost. 

Lf/?, sky. 

Behiuty behind. 

Stoiten^ staggiers. 

" Wkar was their een^ where 
was their sight. 

O^e^ grandchild. . 

Or^ before. Owr^ too, orer, . 
ttuclk 

Ee»^ eyes. DIo, dOu 

Grtety weep. 



NOTE V, 

* '' Swtet Etkl thou art no more that hermit stream,** 

" At the city of Yezd^ in Persia^ which is distinguidl- 
ed by the appellation of the Dar^b Abadut, or Seat of Eob 
ligfon, the Guebres have an Alusk Kudur, or Peri Teinple, 
tdiich^ they assert^ has had the sacred fire in it rinee l3ie 
dayt of Zoroatter.''-*Po^tngier'« Bdoochistan* 



NOTE VI. 

"LORELY— THE NYMPH OF THE RHINE." 

There are innumerable legends in Germany concerning 
the Nympk of the Rhine^ who was fabled^ like other syrent, 
to be seated on arodc^ allaring mariners to their destmction 
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by her beauty and her song. Her characteristic charms 
,w«« • tranquil beauty^ and a sort of simplicity, ginngto 
bar crodtieB the air of a child's unconscious. playfblneAi. 
At length she saw and loved the youthfid Hubert— ''the 
Falatme's" only son. He had escaped from the yigihnoe 
of his tutor and attendants, and trusted himself in a fishet'a 
barky fiir the purpose of gazing upon her far-fiuhed charms. 

Their intoxicating influence rendering him heedless of 
danger, he stood at the prow, and as he stretched his arms 
upwards towards the promontory where she sat, he did not 
perceive that the boatmen, who were anxious for his pre* 
senration, and who already repented of, having fiivoured 
his rashness, were suddenly steering in a contrary diree- 
tion ; and he lost his balance and was plunged beneath the 
waters. Lorely followed, and conducted him to her cave. 

The flshers reported the circumstance to the youth's fin 
dier, who employed various emissaries to ensnare her, and 
recover his son. ' He succeeded in both, through the assist- 
ance. of a magician, who, however, had not power over' her 
life, but she was bound by a vow never more to appear in 
^ neighbourhood of Rhinfelt daring the lifetime of Hu- 
bert; and they took from the poor seemingly heart-broken 
young creature, the ring of his which she wore and cher- 
ished as the pledge of their short-lived union. The youth 
soon pined and died, and Lorely returned to her former 
haunts ;— 4>ut she was never heard to sing again. 
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NOTE VII. 

^* Whtre went my sweet Ameerin," 

Ths air for which these stanzas were written^ was so as- 
sociated in the author's recollections with the lamentationa 
of a Hindostanee mother^ whom she used frequently to hear 
nrarmuring it over to herself in low tones> after the death 
of an only and heloved child^ that she trusts she may be pai>- 
doned the sUgbt plagiarism which will be found in the adapt- 
tSdaa, when she states^ that such were literally the e zprc i - 
akna .wed by this penwrn when narrating the cireomstanoea 
of her afiUctbn* Her intercourse with Europeans^ aodibe 
itatiual promptings of a vigorous and inquisitive mindf had 
•introduced doubts respecting the purity and the promiaw 
gf her prophet's creed; and grief for her daugfater^a km^ 
mm difid#d with anxiety concerning her destiny. 



NOTE VIII. 
"■ These are but subject grirfs-^thine, one pang more,** 

" The grief of all the restj like sulgect griefs did show^ 
^ HiSy like a sovereign did transcend." 

''Petpkn's Threnodia Augustallsj on the death of King 
Charles the 11.^" a Toeva, which^ though proud to notice 
the coincidence, the author had assuredly msver read when 
her et^zas were written ; never having possessed nor seen 
^.inside of any copy of Dryden's works till some time af- 
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teriMnb, when the arrangtng of a friend's library brought 
her into contact with Johnaon's Poets, and dtsdoaed to 
her the treasures of that mighty master; a few of which 
only w«:e known to her, usually found in miicelkneous 
coUecticms. 



NOTE IX. 

• , . .. 

**'N<it1faa when E^pttfirtt-hom sons exptred," 

I . ThhMompaiison occurs in some beautifiil poetry, like- 
-viaecii.the. death, of the Princess Charlotte, ftoinlihepeD, 
ias:tl|e author helices, e£ Mr Croly, but of wl4di,ahe only 
Jtmd % few pagesi in. the ik&vly published tolume> acciden- 
laQy found pn the friend's morning table' whom, aheJ was 
visiting, and to whom, she had just been recit^ig her own 
fsK inferior stansas. 



^f ' It >— ■— "^ipi 
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NOTE X."" 
'^ Inuiwrial FbUok, iic."- 



The lamented subject of this brief notice, was born at 
Mnlrhouse, parhh of Eaglesham, October H), 1798. His 
fkther sdll occupies the same fkrm, and is esteemed pfHoM 
neighbours as a very worthy and intelligent person. Ro- 
bert was the youngest of the family ; and b^ Mrly days 
were spent on the fiurm with his father, (n suim'lab^bMi as 
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the teasoiit eaSied. f)nr; ' He was always fbnd 6f rmwling , 

'and the tnnter's CTeniiigs were employed in this mnmu, 

when hiscempanions were perhaps engaged in some -trifling 

attiusemrat. He is not known to have made any attempti 

at poetry when' very young. At 17 years of age he can^ 

'menced the study of the Latin language; and a few 

months after this he produced the first poem which he is 

known' to have committed to papers It is said that this 

Juvenile performance conveyed to some^'to whom it- waa 

read^ the instantaneous and decided conviction^ that the 

writer waa a Poet of no inconsiderable powers. . ' From thb 

time he occasionally wrote verses^ relieving his mind from 

his seiereiif studies^ by a ramble on Parnassus. In October, 

ISIt; Wh^ 'seven teen years of age/ he entered the Univer- 

■dty of Glasgow^ where he studied ^"ve yean, at the end* of 

'Which ' thne be obtained the degree of Master of Aftt. 

'*Whfte at'College> he was a \^ diligent and* exempliry 

'stadent^ and distinguished himself so far'aa to have serwhil 

prizes' awarded him by the suffrage of his feHows. Bevdes 

"the regular exercises^ he composed a number for his own 

pleasure and improvement^ and several of these were poelU 

icaL Before be had finished hiBcurrieulum, -his health was 

considerably impaired. ■ In the autumn of 1822^ he eatci- 

ed the- United Secession Divinity Hall, under the oire of 

Dr Dick; Here hisdiscdurses attracted cobsiderable notice, 

and called forth some severe criticisms from his fellow stii* 

'dents. X mind like his obuld not sabmitto the tnunm^ of 

common divisions-«-the form of an essay snited better the 

~ impetuosity of his genius — ^and he occasionally indnlgjadin 

-^ifty 'descriptions both of ehardcter and e:AemaI natore. 

'Tti^' departmret ftrbm use a^d vwuii . id amtm ^etjkd 
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down on Mm the eensfiret of hit mtitt mitm and kii Hy 
enrii^ brethren. Still hki dwoourtei wcivtdiftife^ and 
tile verj pauages which were moai eseeptiaiieUey were ^ 
lowed by the critics themselres to be sul^iDe- It wae dw*- 
-iog hie eonrse of Theological study/ that he wrote and 
pdbliahed " Helen of the 01ea"^'< Ralph Geomiii':---tlid 
'^ The Persecnted Familyl" These small works are bn the 
form of Sabbath School Premiitms^ and were Reckoned by 
ih/B tftadioras trifling efibrts, being ohiefly composed in 
eeas^ of relaxation from his ^' Course of Time." ' Ip 
May^ 1897^ he received license to preach from the United 
Secession Presbytery of Edinburgh. Daring hit previous 
trials, lie was em^y»i sup^ntending tbo printing of bjit 
Poein. His first public discourse was deUvered In tho *&•▼. 
Mr Brown's Meeting-house, Rose-Street^ audit tald to 
have produced a powerful sendatibn On the:audienee. * The 
text was^ *f How long hall ye between two opinions? |f 
die liord be God, follow him ; but if Real, then follow 
him }" He spoke, indeed; with much ammalloiiy but 
toward the end of the sentenoes> there was a- ^uiekneas 
of utterance which tended to produce indistinetness. He 
pitlacbed only three' other times, when he was oblq;ed 
to retire from public service. His labours hod been loo 
gi^t for his constitution, in which the seeds of cou^- 
sumption had long before beoi sowii. By some me^^etl 
gentfemen of eminence in Edinburgh, he'was lulvited tp 
try the effects of a warmer climate. Italy was his intended 
f€tt&it; and tSier providing himself with letters pf iotro^ 
doetion to some learned men en the Contineuty he «^ -out 
-AeMifpanted by a sister. He had ge^ as te^aa "O^ooMtth 
place, Shirley-CommoD, near Sottthamptop^ wh^n^ over- 
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powered with the fatigues of travellings' he was' compelled 
to desist. . He here fe?ered — and after a few days^expu^ 
far from'the scenes of his Inrth and his studies. He was 
seiisihle his end was approaching, and remarked to his sister, 
that he had been deceived, for had he thought himself so 
wc^ as he really was, he would never have left his father's 
house: He also wrote his brother, who had been licensed 
along with him, of the state of his health, who, as may b^ 
supposed; lost no time in setting out for Devonshire^plaoeiy 
but^ after travelling night and day, he found nothing on his 
afrivalbut — his grave ! his sister having previously departed 
Sur Scotland. Trying indeed must have been the fedinggs 
oi the p6(V brother.^ Had he arriyed b^BM t)M intmTnent;» 
it was his intuition to have brought the body to Scotland^ to 
reppee with the remi^ns of his fathers. It is comforting 16 
l^um that Mr FoUok's. death was that of a true saint, hit 
last fnoments being characterized by patience, resignation^ 
ahd faiths 

Mr Pollok's mind was certainly of a very superior oirdeiv 
Of this there need no other proof be ^ven, than the enoo-' 
aiiuna which, his '^ Course of Time" has called fcNrtb— en- 
comiums, many of them, penned before his death vrta 
known, but which did not appear till after he had gone 
beyond the reach of earthly applause. His habits were 
those of a close student. His reading was extensive* He 
could converse on almost every subject. He had great 
facility in composition, in confirmation of which it may be 
stated, that '^ Helen of the Glen," was written at invervals 
in six days — his last discourse at the Hall, which displayed 
eai^tensive knowledge and great strength of mind, was pjre;- 
in 4v'e.hou^:B— and he is said to have written nef^ly ^ 
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thonsmdliDfli weeldy of liielatt fbar books of Ibe ^ Coune 
llf.Time.". .Tlie Boem^ ms a wfaole^ was, however. Ho biaaty 
pssforaanoe. It had engaged hkattentioii long; his collfls^ 
ao^iamtaaees eould perceive that his mind was not whoUy 
devoted to the business of the classes ; he ¥ras constandy 
writing or reading on other subjects. Having his time iM^^olly 
tahimself, he amassed a prodigious stof« of ideas. ItsraBi 
hk ^ostom to oemmit to the flames, every now and theB^^ 
a great number of papers. He liad projected a p)!<NNI 
wark of sone-mt^itude — a review of Literature in atl ages 
^-designed to show ttMt Literature must stand or filU iB 
proportion as it harmonizes with ScriptiU'e -Revdliftifiofi* 
Bot dMkih baa put au end to thit^ as to many other pro« 
Jocta ; and all that we can now look far is a posthumcfiKi 
vehHne> for which we are gkd to underistand Ihdre 'B,t6 an^ 
pie aatctiato in the poems, essays, and aermona' fbniid 
among hia papers. Such a volume, with a inemoir of te 
lamented youth prefixed, cannot fail to prove an aeb^^taUo 
offisring to the public ; and we hope aoon to* bear that it 14 in 
aoone of pr^aiatioa. We have been infbmiod thai htt 
brother is at present in Edinburgh, iuiperin tending a' 8^ 
aood edition of '' The Course of Time," with the lathor^s 
but corrections. . 



NOTE XL 



" A sound IS in my ear, a sight in view/' 
[Extract from the Dumfties Courieri 11th September, 1827.] 

Thus perished this lamented young gentleman, in the 
prime or rather morning of his days, and amidst the fair- 
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est prospects of future usefulness; and it adds not a little 
to the poignancy of the regret^ which all ranks and classes 
have expressed^ that he should have b^n drowned at the 
hour of noon^ in a stream little broader than a common 
canal^ within the view of several persons^ and not many 
hundred yards from home. His age was U2, his fortune 
independent^ his taleuts respectable, his principles and dis- 
pontions honorable and amiable in a high degree ; and we 
may state^ in addition^ that he was the male representative 
of the once noble family of Nithsdale and Henries. In 
his person, he was tall and remarkably handsome; aild 
his doom was so gentle as well as sudden^ that hundreds 
acknowledged wilh faltering accents and streaihing eyes; 
that he was as lovely in death as he had been in life. Upon 
the deep and settled grief of his inore immediate relations 
and friends, we dare not and will not venture to intrude. 
The most genuine sympathy^ if not properly timed^ aggl^- 
vates rather than aUeviates sorrow; and as there \te 
thoughts that lie too deep for tears^ we leave his relatives to 
the healing hand of time> and those heavenly consolations 
which religion is so well fitted to inspire. 

Mr Maxwell's funeral^ which took place yesterday, was 
more like a public than a private ceremony. His remains 
were interred in the family burying-place at Troqueer 
church-yard." 
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ERRATA. 



I>ge 26. lint IS.Jbr <« those,*' read «« these.'* 
... 59. iMt line, fir «« yiddg," read « yield." 

106. One 7. fir ^ PnmflBthesn," read «< Piomethean.*' / 

130. Sd stAUih for •«dei']ate," read «« desolate." 
166. line 16. >r « share," read «< shore." 
161. fir « O'Biians," read « O'Briens." 
186. Hnt 6. read w thy hopes bright Iris." 
S06. line 8. after <* gra? e" a oonuna. 
210. Note V. fir **Ahuk Kudur^ or Peri Temple," read 
^AUuih KudHj or Fire Temple ;" and^ <« JBdboc^Am," 
read ** BeekcMaan.** 
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